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PREFACE. 



In an age when no publication can be pre* 
^ sented to the world, unepibellished by '^ A 
" Life qf thfi AiUhor^' however trite and 
recent that life may be, it is to be hoped that 
compliance with the ^^ fashion of the times" 
will exonerate the editor from the intention 
of uttering ^^ a twice tqld tale*" 

The principal, and, in sfmfi estimation?^ 
perhaps the most inteKsting events of the 
Author's days have already been given from 
her own memoirs, yet it n^y be no unrea- 
aonable supposition, tl^ialt tiu9 brief account 
which acciHBpanies the most exuUent part 

a S 



VI PREFACE. 

of her character may be justly appreciated 
when the mere annals of a beautiful wo- 
man are no more remembered. 

Mrs. Robinson is descended from a re* 
spectable and ancient Irish family. Her 
father, Mr. Darby, was nephew of the ce- 
lebrated American, Dr. Franklin, by the 
marriage of Miss Hester Franklin with the 
grandfather of Mrs. Robinson. 

Mr. Darby lived at Bristol at the period 
of the author's birth, and filled the situation 
of one of the most respectable merchants in 
that city, in partnership with the house of 
Miller and Elton. With the restless spirit 
of research which but too universally cha- 
racterized his undertakings, he lost that for-' 
tune, in promoting a scheme for the com- 
mercial advantage of his country, by the 
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.proposal of a Whale Fisher y, since brought 
to perfection at Newfoundland, which woulfi 
have been better employed in securing in- 
dependence to his infant family. Disgusted 
with the frowns of former friends, and the 
triumphs of his more prudent commercial 
brethren, he accepted the command of a 74 
gun ship in the Russian service, and died in 
December, 1785, universally esteemed by his 
.brother officers, particularly by his friend 
Admiral Greig, at whose immediate request 
he entered the service of the Empress. His 
widow, who resided with Mrs. Robinson till 
the moment of her death, was grand-daugh- 
.ter of Catharine Seys of Boverton Castle 
in- Glamorganshire, whose sister, Ann Seys, 
married Lord King, then high chancellor of ^ 
Eilgland, of whom see an account in Col- 
lins's peerage. Mrs. Robinson received the 
first rudiments of her education at Bristol, 



vtii MtrACB. 

wfaiere slie gave many ttrikkig ajpetsmifiik of 
future genius, by an early and astonathing 
admiration of letters, of which poetry seeii^ 
ed her favourite literature* At six yean of 
Age she could write with a feeling far hey ood 
her year&, and a degree of propriety which 
never could tetve been instilled into her 
young imagination by the sing-song exercises 
of a country school^ had not the dawn of 
poetical inspiration, which has since burst 
forth with so much splendour, already begun 
to display its influence over the mind of die 
ii^ant poet. 

At ten year^ of age Mrs. Robinson was 
temoved to a respectable school near Loa* 
don. At the early age of fifteen and three 
months ^he married Mr. Robinson, brother 
of the late Commodore Robinson, in the sen- 
vice of the East India Company. This gen* 



llemalt was tlMsti si stucient in Liao61n*s Inn. 
This hasty match, of which 2^r^ wasthe oiiiy 
hasfs was, as may be supposed, attended hf 
tko great share of fortune's siiiiies* 

Shortly ailer Mrs. itdbinson's marrb^ 
her misfort«ines commenced, as her family 
augmented, and the independence of her 
xidnd soon determined her to seek, within 
the capabilcdn of ^omi taitnis, to supp0it 
herself and infant family. With thk m^ 
lentiofi, after having undergone a variety of 
vicissitudes, she made her first aj^earance 
^emthe sUige, under the immediate patrcmagt 
of the Duchess of Davonskive, and the ac- 
l^aowledged pupil 4tf the mnmotial Garricki 
For three yesers <sAke continued at Drury^ 
X^ane Theats'e, performing all the principal 
parts of tragedy and sexitimentsd comedy; 
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At this, perhaps most unfortunate mih 
ment of her destiny, it was her fate to at- 
tract the attention of a distinguished person^ 
age, whose unceasing importunities obliged 
her, with reluctance, to quit a profession^ by 
which she might have secured) to her latest 
hour, both independence and admiration. 

In the spring of 17 83 our poet was at- 
tacked with a violent and dangerous fever, 
occasioned by travelling all night in a dam|^ 
post-chaise, to do an oflfice of pe-cuniary 
FRIENDSHIP, for ONE who hks since repaid 
her with neglect and ingratitude ! The 
languor which remained on the abatement of 
the disease terminated in a rheumatic fever, 
which, at the age of twenty-three, in the 
pride of youth and the bloom of beauty, 
reduced the frame of this lovely and un- 
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fortunate woman to the feebleness of an 
infant, which obliged her to be carried in the 
arms of her attendants to the last moment 
of her life ! 



f 



: About the period above mentioned Mrs. 1 
Robinson quitted England, in order to try 
the baths of Aix la[ Ghapelle ; from thence 
she removed to Paris, for the purpose of 
procurix^ better medical, advice ; every ef- 
fort .of thehealii:^ art having proved in-^ 
e£^tual, our poet once more resolved to 
return to her native home, and, by the: 
exercise of menial acquirements, endeavour 
to alleviate the calamity of an agonizing 
and incurable disease. 

To the Muse, as the only solace to a 
mind of exquisite sensibility, blended with 
more than female fortitude, did this lovely 



and unfortunate being retire for coMola- 
tion* The strain of plaintive tenderne9K 
which pervades her earlier productions ful« 
ly exemplified the impressions of an a£Biict^ 
mind, striving to wander from itself ; and, 

« 

in the mazes of fiction, lose for a time the 
melancholy objects which fate had so early 
presented before her. 

In the year 1790, Mrs. Robinson pro^ 
duced her first prose work, entitled '^ Van- 
^' cenza, or the dangers of credulity. '^ The 
small degree of fsune she had already ac^ 
quired by a few poetical works, which from 
time to time had found their way into the 
newspapers, naturally increased the d|e^ 
mand for this new proof of Mrs. Robin- 
son's talents. 

ThewHO]i£ SBITION of VanfMuosa wu 
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sold in ONE DAY ! The 'work has siac^ 
gone through five editions. 

Shortly after this publication Mrs. Robin- 
son, at the earnest request of her literary 
friends, amongst whom may be particularly 
classed the late Sir Joshua Reynolds and 
Edmund Burke, consented to publish the 
poems she had written, at intervals of ^n, 
by subscription ; a most splendid list, col- 
lected in sixteen weeks, fully exemplified 
the estimation in which her iiiUnts were 
held by this country, and by the splendid 
proofs of approbation which accompanied 
her subscribers* letters, Mrs. Robinson may 
be justly said to '^ have brought gaUm 
** xipinions' from all sorts of people." 

In the same year the death of our im- 

VOL. I. b 



nortal l^EyyoLDs afforded a mournful, 
yet pleasing opportunity to pur poet, of 
uniting her talents with the more interest- 
upg feelings lof affectionate regret. The 
monody to the memory of one of the ear-* 
llepjt admirers of l^er muse was dedicated 
to the mend>er8 of the Royal Academy. 

Al^out 1794) Mrs. Robipson brought 
out a $mall novel, in two volumes, entitled 
*f Thfi Widow." This work is certainly 
l^y xv> mean? equal to tho^e which she has 
since published. 

To The Widow may be added Mrs. Ro- 
binson's prose publications of ^^ Angelina,'' 
a novel, " Hubert de Seyrac," a romance^ 
" Walsingham," " The false Friend," and 
" The Natural Daughter," apy of which 



' ivight have done infinite cr^t to-an m« 
thor who had not so materially excelled in 
afar superior branch of literature. 

In the autumn of 1795) Mrs. Robiissoq 
finished her tragedy of " The Sicilian ho^ 
'^ yer," and presented it for representation. 
This, more properly named, blank verse dr(h 
mafic pom^ haying been laid by, in tha( 
pandemonium of genius and dulnesSi 
^e PROMPT i^r's i?/oj^/, for several monthsi 
ifm returned with a promise of represen* 
tation early in the next season^ but not be« 
fore one of the most striking situations had 
been pilfered for another tragedy y which ap- 
plied shordy after. Disgusted with the de- 
lay, and universal negative which, for some 
unknown cause, she ever experienced from 
managensi, s^he resolved to print the tragedy^ 
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and leave its merits and defects to the deci^ 

sion of the public. 

» 

Mrs. Robinson continued thus growing 
in literary fame till the moment of her 
decease. At length her declining health 
becoming daily more visible and alarming, 
our poet retired to a cottage belonging to 
her daughter, near Windsor, where^ after 
three months' lingering agony, which she 
endured with that strength of fortitude that 
had marked every action of her life, she 
expired. 

Mrs. Robinson is, by her own express de- 
sire, interred in Old Windsor Church-Yard, 

Of Mrs. Robinson's general character, it 
can only be added that she possessed a sensi- 
bility of heart and tenderness of mind which 
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very frequently led her to form hasty deci- 
sions, while more mature deliberation would 
have tended to promote her interest and 
worldly comfort ; she was liberal even to a 
fault ! and many of the leading traits of her 
life will most fully evince, that she was the 
most disinterested of human beings. As 
to her LITERARY character, the following 
pages, it maybe presumed, will form a suffi- 
cient testimony. 
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TO MRS. ROBINSON, 

BY THE LATE GENERAL BURGOYME^ 

Awthor qf the Hrfreu^ € CMwdyy 

- ^« C^C* iftm 

Lavba!* ^Bvhen from thy beauteous eyet| 
Tbe tear of tender anguish flows ; 

Such magic in tfiy sorrow lies. 
That ev'ry bosom shares thy woes* 

When on thy lovely perfect face, 
The sportive dimpled smile we see-; 

With ei^er hope the cause we trace. 
And virish to share the bliss with thee. ^ 



* Mn. Rolniwni^ mett<di6tiBgiiiehed Poems appeared in tiie 
Periodtcal Printi of the day, under tbe fictitious signatures of 

LlURA, LlURA-MARIAy JCIIA^ l>AFHIfa^ ObBROII, £CttO» 

aadLooitA. 



JOUl* TEIBUTARY POEUii. 

For in thme highly gifted mind, 
Superior charms so sweetly lA&ad ;. 

In each such gende grace we find. 
That Envy must thy worth commend! 

■ 

Oh ! who could gaze upon that lip, 

That coral lip of brightest hue ; 
Nor wish the honied balm to sip. 

More fresh,^ more sweet, than momiii^ dew i 

But wfaoi thy true poetic lays. 

Pierce to the Heart's remotest cell; 

We feel the conscious innate praise. 
Which feeble language fails to tell. 

So melting is thy lute's soft tone. 
Each breast unused to feel desire,^ 

Confesses bliss before unknown, 
And kindles at the sacred fire ! 

/ 

I 

So chaste, so eloquent thy song, 

So jfrwe each precept it c6iw<iys, 
That e'eii the Sage Aail teach the Young 

To take their lesson from thy lays. 

And when thy pen's delightfiii aW ■ ' 

Paints with soft touch Love's tender flame; 

Thy verse so melts and mends the heprt. 
That, taught by thee, we prize his name. 



Or, when in plaintive melody, 

Thoumoum'stTHE friend thy soul held dear; 
Charm'd by thy pow'r, we join with thee^ 

And weep in sadness oW his bier. 

Sweet mistress of each yieldii^ heart ! 

Accept the verse to Genius due; 
No flattery can that Bard impart 

Who dares address his vowa to totr^ ^^ 
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TO MRS. ROBINSON, 



BY JAMES BOADEN, Esq. 



AUTHOR OV 



ymtmrnUe F^mtf Hu Secret TVihumif ^Tke Fnaie ^ 

Fiution, « Poem, 8^. 

*^ But Laura still shall dress the lay, 
** In all the lustre of day, 
'^ With siich sweet pensiveness complaiDi 
'* That mortals are in love with pain; 
'^ And while the tender notes they scan, 
*' ScABCE SEE the writer is A man." 



Lauba !* the lightnings of thy scorn 
That pierc'd the timid breast of mom, 
Borne thro' the vap'ry fields of air. 
Struck, and rous'd me to a tear. 



* Itut little Poem was occasioned by a most malignant and 
mwomanly attack on the authenticity of Mrs. Robinson's pro- 
dnctions, by a Su^er Poet, -whose name we forbear to mentioiL 



TBIBUTAR'T PO£M9b ZtW 

It fell, for who unmoved could be 

When the muse sii^, and sings BY TBKB i 

What wretch, by every muse disclaim'd. 

Can speak of verse when thou art nam'd, 

Andy not as liberal as the day. 

Pour forth the pasan of thy lay ? 

Does it not fall like fleecy snow 

Upon the bright'nii^ plain bdow ? 

Is it not mild as the blest mom. 

That empties Amalthaea's horn i 

Sure, in some niggard barren soil 

Of vexing stubbornness and toil. 

With scanty sustenance scarce fed. 

This rude barbarian must be bred, 

Whose soul its tribute can refuse, 

To heav'nly beauty and Uie muse ! 

But THOU pursue thy radiant way, 

Cheer'd by thy own meridian ray ; 

Around thee let the beams be hurFd, 

That shed a lustre on our world. 

Blest, that the flashes of thy fire^ 

That soul's congenial best admire : * 

The beamy splendours that they give. 

No FOOL can bear to see, and live. 
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TO MRS. ROBINSON, 



BY THE tATE ROBBBT MERRY, Biq. 



Jtlember ^ t%M Actdmk <iflte Chi«M of Flaraiu. 



Blest dau^ter of gentleness ! child of the muse ! . 

Restrain the sweet lay, that so meltingly flows, 
Tho' its breadungs a transport diviner difiuse 

Than die Nightingale's prayer for the kiss of the rose! 

Yety alas ! diere is anguish and danger to hear ; — 
The spells of the fatal enchanter I prove. 

His magic dominion in thee I revere, 

For I know thou art beauty, and feel thou art love ! 

I feel that thy charms can enrapture the view, 
Thy thought so expansive, so richly refiuM, 

Has poVr to disorder, has force to subdue — - 
And I die in adoring thy heart and thy mind. 



Yet tliot^h the rich tribute of merit and £ame • 
From taste and discernment thou ever must sha^^ 

Pale folly and rancour shall fix on thy name^ 
And ENVY, distracted, be tum'd to despair ! 

When the eagle majestically sails 4ro' the sky. 
The OV7L and the baven are shocked at the sight. 

To the caverns of darkness ia anguish they fly, 
And curse with dismay the bold bird of the light 

Then, daughter of gentleness, child of 
the muse! 
By PITT the wretches' resentment control. 
Let the dull and the dastard aspire to abuse. 
Be it mine, thou sweet minstrel ! to give thee 
my soul. 



iXTiit TRIBUTARY FOBlCS» 



TO MRS. ROBINSON, 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM TASKER, 



Drwuhimr qf the CUnmu and Author ^ ^ Aviragiu,^ « trtgedp. 



When Sappho, from the lofty steep^ 
O'erwhelm'd with dire despair, 

Plung'd headlong in the foaming deep^, 
To end her hopdess care, 

Venus, who saw the tuneful maid 
Bend o'er the yawnii^ wave. 

Sent her own son, the nymph to ud — ' 
He came too late to save ! 

But as her trembling spirit rose. 

To seek its calm abode, 
Venus, in pity to her woes. 

This gentle boon bestow'd : ^ 
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** No more the victiin of despair 

'^ Shall Sappho's spirit rove, 
'' But on the earth, divinely fair, 

« Claim every gazei^s love !" 

And see ! the wondrous nymph appears! 

More tuneful, more divine ; 
She brings new nrasic from the spheres, 

And her blest Ivre is thine ! 
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TO MRS. ROBINSON, 
BY THE HONOURABLE JOHN ST. JOHN, 

^ JU lUmdqf Si. MwrgwenUf" on Open, 

tfe* 4v« J^ 



Congenial spirits own cotigenial fires, 

Where vivid fancy every thought inspires ; 

The taste of Reynolds we behold again 

In ev^ry beauty of thy mournful strain. 

No envy dims the lustre of thy lays. 

No mean disguise obscures thy generous praise ^ 

But as the tuneful line mellifluous flows> 

Hiy genius kindles, and thy fancy glows ! 

Still, still pursue the lesson truth inspires. 

Still tune thy harp, amidst exulting fires. 

And when thy gende form in death is laid. 

And all thy wondrous attributes shall fieule. 

The grateful tributary noa of woe. 

Transcendent Sappho ! soiuid thy tomb shall flow«r 
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There MiDDLBTON's*" meek shade diall boiler near. 
There GABBicit'sf sainted spirit diall appear^ 
There beauteous Linletj; ruse her lingd tongii^i 
And Chatt£BTOm§ shall strike his lyre new strung! 
And 'midst the mingling sounds thy name shall rise 
The brightest planet in its '^ dative skies.'' 



^ Vide Mrs. Robinson's elegy to Ludy Middlc!toB« 

t Elegy to Garrick. 

% Sonnet to Maria linley. 

$ Monody to Chattertoi: 
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♦IMPROMPTUf 



TO MRS- ROBINSON, 



BY ms GRACE THE LATE DUKE OF LEEDS. 



When sensibility and truth unite 
To give thy thought with sweet poetic art, 

Tis genuine nature dictates what you write, 
And ev'ry line's a transcript of your heart! 



* This poem was giTen to The Honourable John St. John in 
Mrs. Robinson's Memoirs, throng a mistakfi of the Copfist* 

t The above little complimentary jeu <P esprit was sent to Mrs, 
Robinson inclosed in the following yery flattening letter from its 
noble and classical atithor. 

(C03PY.) 
*^ Madam, 

** Permit me to tiiank you for the (avour yon confetred on 
me^ by sending me your Tragedy; I trust yon will not deem me 
guilty of flattery when I assure you that few productions of tht 
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Tis grace, and feeling, polished by the muse. 
To claim applause, and charm the Mrond'ring throng ! 

Then who the sacred laurel shall refuse 

To HER whom NATUi^E hails the queen ov 

SONG. 



present poetical age have afforded me more pleasure^ tbaa the 
perusal- of the second 4ici; the scene between Honoria «Bd her 
father is very weU managed, and capable of mach effect ; as 
is the scene with the Banditti in the third. 

'^ I imagine many will nnite with me in observing how mneb 
yoor continoing to persevere in this species of composition woald 
increase year profit, and enhance yovr poetical reputation -, which 
has already much signalised itsetf in the rich field of English 
literature! 

« I have the honour to reuofa, 

" Maoam, &c, &c, 

St. James'M Square, (Stigncd) <' LEEDS.* ' 

Fridaif Mcmittg, 
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SONNET 

TO MRS. ROBINSON, 
lY THE REV. DR. PAUL GOLOMBINE, 

OF NORWICH. 

On reading her L^imaie Skmnete, 



What voice ^ttuii'd to the soft Lesbian lute 
Breathes in this nigged climq such accents clear j 
\y|iat British Sappho warbles thro' the year^ 

When ey'ry grove in Greece is lorn and mute ? 

The Muse and the Graces held dispute^ 

Which at her birth the l^loomii^ babe should rear 
Their blended gifts in her so bright appear. 

W ho would not strive to press the tender suit. 

To wift the beauteous prize ? where'er she moves^^ 
Whene'er she speaks^ she fascinates each eye 

And winds around each heart : the tender loves. 
With genius, taste, and varied harmony. 

So breathe in her soft lay, hoar age approves;^ 
yfhile youth, fond youth^ dissolves in ecstasy, 
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SONNET 



TO MRS, ROBINSON, 



BY JOHN TAYLOR, £iq. 

Think not Ay numbers Sappho's woes declare, 

And all her fervid passion^s fond eKc^as, 

Tliough thy rapt Muse's glowing strains express 
Of Love's sad victims each romantic care, 
Warning weak hearts to shun the roseate snare; 

Though Phosbus deigns thy tow'ring tSf^ t» 
bless. 

And all his Sons thy nobler pow'rs confei^ 
That o'er their highest aims sublimely dare. 
No, Laura, thus pre-eminently taught. 

Mellifluous warblings of the heav'nly train, 
With poesy's delightful magic fraught. 

Yet other notes reveal'd the Lesbian's pain ; "^ 
iPor, ah ! had Sappho's Muse such accents caught, 

The faithless youth she had not lov'd in vain. 
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SONNET 



TO MRS. ROBINSON, 



BY JOHN TAYLOR, Eaq^ 



Hail, pensive songstress! whose encfaantiog laj 
So sweetly soothes the sadden'd soul to rest; 
Pathetic sov'reign of the tender breast ! 

Gentle as eve, and lustrous Us the day. 

Whether ta plaintive grove thy fancy lead, 

To hermit's cave, or mountain's trembling height. 
The battle's siafigu^e [dain, the peaceiiil mead, 

Still the fond Muse attends thy fervid flight. 
Description yields her pencil to thy hand^ 

^rhat pencil fraught with every varying dye, 
A new creaticHi springs at thy command f 

And b|igb(ter:))ea^ties catch the ravish'd eye. 

* * ■ ■ 
d^ ! ^nce o'er other faeafts so potent known, 
Why g^fHy ,^ink the 'victim of thy own ? 
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IMPROMPTU^ 

TO MRS. ROBINSON, 
BY THE SAME, 
On recewing her Poenu, 

Ah ! fair^ dearest Lauba^ my thanks would I {my^ 
For the treasures of Genius thy frieuddu^ 
bestows; 

How poor are all thanks to the wordi of thy lay. 
Where the rich ore of poesy kvisUy £owfl. 

To pnuse that rich ore too were equally vain ; 

What MusE> but thy own^ can ita vidue impait? 
Yety when grateful simplicity offers the strain, 

^is the only reward that is dear to thy hearts 

« 

Then take, dearest LaiTba, the tribute sincere, 
From a friend who admir'd thee in life's early hour; 

Who beheld in thy bloom, the- sweet promise appear. 
That time has matur'd to so lovely a fiow'r* 

Jim. 9, 1794.' 
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BOUQUET 

FOR MRS. ROBINSON, 
AN IMPROMPTU. 

IV THE LATE 

RICHARD nCKEL, Esq. 



The Rose is like Ay glowing cheek. 
When deck'd with tears of pity meek. 
The Lily, like thy spotless breast, 
By love's delicious pinions prest. 
The Blue Bell like thy azure eyes, 
Where Cupid's wandering arrow lies! 
The Fiolet like the veins that twine, 
Along thy oval front, divine! 
Then, Laura, quick these emblems take. 
And wear them for the giver's sake. 



'fEIBUTABT POEMS. XXXX 



t 



TO MRS. ROBINSON, 
BY TWE SAME. 

JLs Lesbos Sappho boasted first in fame ! 

So peerless muse ! thy verse adorns our sliore ; 
So future Bards shall celebrate thy name. 

E'en till thi$ little ]3le sh^ll be no more ! 

Then mock tfa^ venal tides of a day, 

Nor mourn of worldly gifts — a niggard store ^ 

Thy Genius shkies with siicfa a vivid ray, 
As makes the gems of fortune dimfy poor I 

For when, in shrouded dust, the dull and vain 
Shall moulder, lost, forgotten, or unkno^ii, 

The pensive eye slraU pour upon diy strain, 
And thy i}Ii|strious talents proudly own! 

^en smile, and know ihys^ supremely great, 

And leave to little souls the pomp qf little state ! 
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TO MRS. ROBINSON^ 

BY ROBERT MERRY^ £m]. 

Member <ff the Acodemh DeUa Crusca at Fhrence^ 

SwK^rfc the edmlycWrfal hour. 
When from mute midn^ht's ebon towV > 
The moon escapes^ and sportive hies 
O'er the gay garden of the skies ; 
Where Nature's noblest flow'rs unfold 
Their stany buds of burning gotrf; 
The weary winds pant on the deep. 
Or 'imongst the cradling billows sleep ; 
The streams their lucid lakes display ; 
The forests sh^ke their «gh» away ; 
^oft lustre ev'ry jshade pursues^ 
That darkly drinks the .falling dews ^ 
^hile odour fr<Hn her silken wings 
Au aromatic edier flings. 



I 
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AB is delight! but, ah ! in vain 

These varjnbg glories bless the plain ; 

Vor see, die frenzied lover speeds 

From the bright groves and glitt'ring teeads. 

From gaudy hills, enchanted bovv'rs, 

Andflowmg waves and summer show'rs; 

And seeks the lovely pensive cave, ' 

Where he may groan, and M^eep, and rave; 

And wrap his dioughts in sabkst gloom, 

And lure a transport from the tomb ; 

Where lie may hope to tes* at last. 

When Passion's rending pangs are past. 

But e'en if then he chance to hear 

The warbling of the bird sincere. 

Who loves her secret pangs to throw 

In all the melodies of woe. 

His heart relents, his trembling lid, 

In pity's lucid veil is liid ; 

Subjected agonies depart, 

And sofilfning sorrow soothes Ins heart 

So I, dear Lauea 1 long supprest 

The thorn of anguish in 'my breast ; 

liost to each .social solace gay. 

And heedless of the blooms of May ; 

And heedless of the haughty Sun, 

Wheo^ to his mad meridian run, 
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He lifts his red reiulgent shield^ 
And fires the Heaven's eternal field. 
Yes^ I from each allurement fled 
To where incumbent darkness spread ; 
Trod the black torrent's gloomy side. 
And held fierce converse with the tide. 
Ah ! dien thy numbers seiz'd my soul, 
I found the duilling sadness roll 
In sweet similitude of joy. 
That might my direst griefs destroy : 
They stole upon my tranced scsnse. 
As the fresh gales of morn dispense 
New life to ev'ry shrub that fades 
In Solitude's neglected shades.. 
Transcendent Laura ! now receive 
The tribute gratitude shall give ; 
Due to thy verse, whose sainted glow 
Bade my lost soul renounce its woe : 
Then frown not on my daring lay 
That strives to paint the golden day ; 
To tell the lustre of the rose, 
And thy resistless charms disclose ; 
But think^ when in the grave's cold sleep^ 
My wretched eyes shall cease to weep, 
And, troubled by the wint'ry breeze. 
This sad, this burniqg heart shall freeze^ 
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« • - « 

Then shall my ling'ring verse declare 
How much I priz'd the good and fair ! 
What tenderness my soul conceivM, 
How deeply for thy sufF'rings griev'd, 
While future Poets, future ages join. 
To pour HI Lauba's praise their melodies 
divine. 



i 



Sdir TBXBUTARY POEICS. 



TO MRS. ROBINSON. 

Hit Somut appeared m the Oracle^ IM ^ October, 1798. 

Signed « H aumH «Miuiiw* 



In dreary midnight's lonely hour. 
When ^vretched lovers only wake. 

Ten thousand tears fast dropping pour 
And bathe this bosom por thy sake. 

When morning's misty eye uncloses. 
And gives the world another day. 

For thee (more sv^eet than vernal roses) 
Ten thousand sighs are breath'd away. 

But he whose scalding tears are flowing. 
Whose aching breast heaves many a sigh. 

Whose soul with fondest love is glowing, 
Must hide his heart's^r;^ wish, and die ! 
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to MRS. ROBINSON, 

ON HER VISITING BATH IN ILL HEALTH^ 

BY jAMkd BOADEN, TEsq. 

Mabia from the busy circle flies. 
To breathe the purer bliss of bri^ter skies, 
Forsakes the scenes of her expaodiug £ime| 
To renovate the anguish of her frame ; 
Mentally perfect, her enlighten'd mindf 
Superior to disease, spriiigs unconfin'd ; 
Ranges the regions of the Musses reign. 
Exempt from, our inheritance of pain ; 
And, while keen pangs oppress her lovely face, 
'Wings the pure Ethbb of poetic space ; 
Hoats in the fragrance of the rubied bosb, 
And shuts its bosom up in rich repose ! 
So may these lines possess the placid pow'r, 

To soothe thy suff^nngs in some torturing hour. 

« 

> 1791. 

YOL. 1. d 



xhri TBIBITTABT POXM8* 



TO MRS. ROBINSON^ 



EY THE LATI 



ROBERT OUPHANT, Esq. 



O/ CUnHM^ CmdfHdgi. 



Admir'd and lovdy as the PapUan maid, 
Bright beauty's model, loveVbewiteUiq; form^ 

Ah ! gentle Laura, thus in smiles arra/d, 
My flinty faeiart to tender hopes can warm. 

Unpitied must he grieve who loves diee so i 
Say, must he steal subdued from ev'jry ^e i 

Ah ! if condemned to bear this load of woe. 
Say but '^ despair,** and bid thy- victim die. 



.y" 



Some pity then will from thy lips depart. 
Some comfort visit him who loves but thee. 

Who feels thy beauty wind about his heart. 
And struggling pants for death to set him free;: 

Yet if thy cruel heart refuse to save, 

I only ask one tear to glisten on my grave. 
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LINES 
ADDRESSED TO MRS. ROBINSON. 

BY THE LATK 

JOHN HENDERSON; Esq. 

On reading a lUtU WOOiBdUad wnHenhy Mn, RMmon eniUUd 

^ Lewin md Gynmethe." 

Thou pride of a nation where Genius ia bless'd^ 
Where the muse smiles^ by fancy and eloquence 

dress'd, 
Sweet minstrel, whose plaintive and elegant mind 
Is the temple of wit and of pity combined. 

Oh ! ne'er lef the pen sleep in silence whose lays 
Claim the yow^ budding lauebje., a nation's just 

pndse; 
Exert thy soft skill, and from Phoebus receive 
That weahh which the God shall to excel* 



LENCE.OIVE. 

irss. 



d« 
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A STRANGER MINSTREL. 



^Y S. T. COLERIDGE, Eiq. 



Writim a/ew week$ btfwe her ieM, 



As late on SkiddAw's mount I lay supine, 
Midway th' ascent, in that repose divine, 
When the soul, centred in the heart's recess^ 
Hath quaff'd itis fill of Nature's loveliness. 
Yet still beside the fountain's marge will stay. 

And fiedn would thirst again, again to quaff; 
Then when the tear, slow travelling on its way, 

Fills upT the wrinkles of a silent laugh. 
In that sweet mood of sad and humorous thought, 
A form within me rose, within me wrought 
With such strong magic, that I cried aloud. 
Thou ancient Skidd aw ! by thy helm of cloud. 
And by thy m'any-colour'd chasms deep, If 

And by their shadows', that for ever sleep, '^ 

By yon small flaky mists that love to cre<^p y 
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Along the edges of those spots of light; 

Those sunny islands on thy smooth green height. 

And, by yon Shepherds with their sheep, 

And dogs, and boys, a gladsome crowd, ^ 

That rush e'en now with clamour loud ^- 

Sudden from forth thy topmost cloud, \ 

And by this laugh, and by this tear, 

I would, old Skiddaw, she wero here. 

A lady of sweet song is she. 

Her soft blue eye was made for thee ! 

O! ancient Skiddaw, by this tear, 

I wqjild, I would, that she were here ! 

Then ancient Skiddaw, stem and proud, 

In sullen majesty replying. 
Thus spake from out his helm of cloud, 

(His voice was like an echo dying !) 
*^ $he dweUs belike in scenes more fsar 
'' And scorns a mount so bleak and bare." 
I only sigh*d when this I heard. 
Such mournful thoi^bts within me stirr'd^ 
That all my heart was faint and Wjcak^ 

So sorely was I troubled ! 
No laughter wrinkled on my cheek, 

But, oh ! ihe tears were doubled ! 

Put ancient Skiddaw, green and high, 
^eard, and understood my sigh; 
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And now, in tones less stem and rude. 
As if he wished to end the feud, 
Spake be, the proud response renewing : 
(His voice was like a monarch wooing,) 

'^ Nay, but thou dost not know her might, 
*^ The pinions of her soul, how strong ! 
^' But many a stranger in my height 
** Hath sung to me her magic song, 
'^ Sending fotth his ecstasy 
*^ In her divinest melocfy^ 
'^ And hence I know, her soul is free, 
'' She is, where'er she wills to be, 
" Unfetter'd by mortality ! 

'^ Now, to ' the haunted beach' can fly, ^ 
<< Beside the threshold scouig'd with waves, 
'' Now where the maniac wildly raves, 

" Pale Moon, thou spectre of the sky! 
" No wind that hunies o'er my height 
'^ Can travel with so swift a flight. 

'^ I too, methinks^ might merit 

^' The presence of her spirit ! 

'^ To me top mig^ belong 
** The honour of her song and witching melody! 

" Which most resembles me. 

'' Soft, various, and sublime, 

'^ Exempt from wroiq;s of time !" 
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Thus spfdEe the mighty mount ! and I 
Made answer, with a deep drawn sigh. 
Thou ancient skiddaw ! by this tear, 
I would, I would, that she were here ! 

ffwtmker^ 1800. 
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IMPROMPTU 

ON MRS. ROBINSON 
Pfing pre$eni <rf the peifarmmee qf the Bienktmi nf Veidee i|| 

BY THE LATE JOHN HENDERSON, Esq. 



Whilst Macklin Shakespeare*8 Shylock holds tq 



view, 



See beauteous Robinson out-^act the jew ; 
One pound of flesh his malice could assui^e. 
Her Christian charms severer bonds engage ; 
When love^inspiring eyes their darts dispense, 
Who meets the glance must expiate th' offence ; 
In vain applause woviApay the debt in part. 
She claims the sacrifice of every heart. 

November 6th, 1780. J. H« 
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TO MRS. ROBINSON. 



BY THE REVEREND B. BERE9F0RD. 



]PuLL many a conflict hath my bosom prov-d, 
To chase thy image from its dwelling there { 
Full many a sorrow, many a tender care. 

For thy dear sake Tve sufFer'd, best belov'd; 

For, since thy beauties did my heart invadci 
Oft have I strove my liberty to gain ; 
Oft, in soft solace to my am'rous pain, 

jjPor balm, to heal the woimds which love has made| 
I court the muses ; to assuage my grief 
Court sage philosophy ; for vain relief, 

Jn que^t of joy, I rove from fair to fair ; 
Vain other charms, and vain philosophy ! 
My vagrant heart must still return to thee, 

^nd ONE dear smile is worth an age Of 
care! 
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LINES 



ADDRESSED TO MRS. ROBINSON. 



Writtm by tki Author qf ** Hartford Bridfe,** ifc, 8fc. m 1780.* 



The Seaman, from winds and die fury of seas, 
Each harbour will bless where he anchors at ease ; 
Yet with fonder regard will he eye the wish'd strand 
Where his vessel is destin'd and cargo must land. 
— So I, dear Maria, on life's ocean tost, 
When I cannot keep sea, veer about for the coast, 
And praise ev'ry harbour where shelter is found; 
But thou art the port where my wishes are bound. 
Those wishes accept, and abhorrfd may I be, 
If I e*er fram'd a wish that meant evil to thee ! 
While, restless, from region to region I roam. 
My heart, still untravelFd, seeks thee for its home. 



* It u a nngular fact, that tbe Antfaor was unknown to Mn» 
Bobinson for wm€ yeari after the above elegant Iniet were 
pnitten. 
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Oh ! yield it abode ! and, believe me, my fair, 
Of this breast thou art tenant, none else harbours there; 
There, sweet star of beauty, thy dear image dwells. 
Wings the fond pulse of passion, the sigh ever swells;, 
Gives a tide to the current that bathes the warm heart, 
Till, grown to die soul, it becomes e'en a part ! 
Then yield it abode. Bow, ye monki, and be blest. 
The Heav'n I crave b a place in her breast ; 
And say, breathes a monk who'd in secret reprove 
A devotion so true to the altar of love ? 
Beshrew the cold ^ing whom, rigid and fell. 
Nature forms a recluse and devotes to a cell ! 
Let him melt o'er his rdics, at beauty congeal. 
And saints praise his apathy, idiots his zeal : 
With love in my heart, and with thee in my eye, 
What zetf can divbity equal supply? 
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TO THE 



MEMORY OF MRS. ROBINSON, 



BY DR. WOUJOT, 



Farewell to th^ nymph of my heart, 
Farewell to the cottage and vine, 

From thy scenes with a tear I depart. 
Where pleasure so often was mine. 

Remembrance shall dwell on thy smile^. 

Shall dwell on thy lute and thy song, 
Which often my hours to beguile 

^ave echo*d the valleys among. 

Pnce more the fair scene let me view, ' 
The cottage, the valley, and grove — ' 

Pear valleys, for ever adieu! 
4^dieu to the dai^hter pf loye ! 
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ADVEBTISEMENT. 



J%e Reader u reguetted to obterve, that the 
Poetty of each volume is newly arranged^ and that 
those pieces which composed the first publication 
are distributed through the three volumes, according 
to the different classes of Poetry. 

M. ROBINSON. 
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1PETRARCH TO LAURA- 



Supposed to have been written dming his retirement atVanchuei 

a short time bcibre his death. 



IE Sylvan haunts, ye close emboVriog shades. 
That hapg your dark brows o*er the silent glades ; 
Ye mountains, black'ning wide the thorny vale ; 
Ye lucid lakes, that trembling meet the gale ; 
Ye glooitny avenues of dumb despair. 
Ye last asylums of long-cherish'd care ; 
Eternal solitudes! where Love retires 
To bathe his wounds, and quench his fatal fires ; 
Where frantic, lost, forlorn, and sad, I go, 
A wandering pilgrim in a maze of woe ; 
Oh ! to your deepest caverns let me fly. 
Breathe a fond pta/r, and 'midst your horrors die. 

VOL. I. B 
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Ye sparry grots, ye once ador'd retreats^ 
Ye tinkling rills, ye consecrated seats^ 
Whose velvet sod, embroidered Ver with flowVs^ 
On the charmM sense celestial odour pours ; 
Ye roseate banks oWhung widi waving trees. 
That moan responsive to the murm'rii^ breeze^ 
How cold, h«w desobtr }iour riiadt appevs, 
A path of misery, thro^ a vale of tears ! 
Now pale Despair hangs brooding o'er yourbow'r?,. 
Absorbs your sweets, and withers all your flow'rs ; 
Strips the tliick foliage from your verdant shades,. 
And spreads eternal daffk.n<rg»r a'«r yous glades ; 
No more for me your sunny banks shall pour 
In purple tides ripe A ntunm^ s hweious store ; 
No more for me your lustrous tints shall glow. 
Your forests wave, your silv'ry torrents Aosv ; 
Yet 'midst your beav'h my wounded heart shall ciaye 
One narrpw celT, my solace and my grave. 

Subdu'S, o'erwhelm'd, a. withering shade I stn^, 
Shrink from myself, and shudder at the day : 
No more fond Hope sustains my sickening soid. 
Resistless passion spurns her meek controul ; 
Corroding anguish oW each prospect low'rs,, 
Bends my we^ frame, my lusty youth devours; 
Clings to my breast where ev'ry fibre bleeds^, 
And 00 its vitat throne insatiate feeds* 



Where shall I fly ? what- path imtirod expl<>re^ 
Wher^ love ean- weuiid; and Buemoiy live no more ; 
Where, LAUttA, shafl ttuitt, what* balsam fkid 
To soothe the dwobbiogs of ny hiv'mk miiK^?^ 
What blest relief ^aii W^ dbil Found' i&iparl) 
What rapture- vivi%> the hopeless hearl f- 
What pitying slar it» bean^ stream ifisp^ve. 
To liglit my^ sout, amA c^^eer* my vagronl^ sense; 
To gild- the gloom- of ckesolatiBg' woes> 
And lead my w-MTnng spirit to wpo« ? 

When Wild wiA passion, madd^i^n^ witl^ r<»nopse, 
From At^gnon'^ lov'tk walls { b^i^ my course; 
While, rolled in crimson clouds, die orb of day 
O'er seas of aether shed his parting ray. 
As to Ids. westenv goal he joumey'd fortk> 
Leaving- pale flight weeping o'er the earth. 
Oft did I pause, eft tuF» my lon^g eyes 
To the tSaft spu'e dkat^ pj^rc'd the evemog skias ; 
All was! serene i save when, the vespers' sound 
Struck on my^ pensive heart with kn^ profound; 
V%^ Pan^ bedie my frsmtic mind explore 
Those scenes of holy joy E taste no more; 
Unsullied altars, consecrated shrines. 
Where curling incense round each taper twines ; 

And meek-ey -d vkgias choral anthems m^ ! 
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Where, like a being of celestial mould. 
My Laura's beauteous form I dar'd behold !* 
While at the shrine her oriscms she pour'd 
Pure as the spirit of the saint ador'd ! 
Oft as the cross her snowy fingers press'd. 
Her auburn tresses veil'd her tranquil breast ! 
A shade transparent deck'd her brow divine. 
And bade her eyes with tempered lustre slune ! 
As low she bow'd before the duone of Grace, 
An Angel-softness hannoniz*d her face ; 
A smile benign reveal'd her tranquil soul. 
While from her lips devotion's fervour stole; 
Each conscious triumph to her share was giv'n, 
Her form was beauty, and her mind was heav'n. 

Fix'd to the earth, with trembling zeal I gaafd. 
Each passion madden'd, and each sense amaz'd ! 
Involuntary sighs too soon confessed 
The strugglii^ tumults laboring in my breast ; 
No thoi^ht sublime on my rapt feelings hui^, 
No sacred eloquence unchain'd my tongue ; 
All, all was Lov)s ! while thro' my burning bnun 
Rush'd a fierce torrent of convulsive pain ; 



* ^ Petnut;h fint beheld Lann at IMUtinaon the sixth daj of 
April, 1327, fai tha drardi of St. Clair at Avignoii." 

See Mis. Dobson'i Life of Petrarch. 
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From my dim eyes celestial radiance stole. 
While howling demons graspM my sinking soul, 
Guilt's writhing scorpions, twining round my heart, 
Enflam'd each wound and heightened every smart ; 
In vain I sought Religion's calm domain. 
And at her footstool pour'd my hopeless pain ; 
The priestess, frowning on my impious pra/r, 
Check'd the bold suit, and hurFd me to despair. 

Ah, Laura ! canst thou seal the dread decree 
That tears thy Petrarch from his God and thee ! 
That gives his mental hopes, his fond desires 
To conscious anguish and consuming fires ? 
Canst thou ^vith unrelenting vengeance urge 
A trembling soul to fate's extremest verge ; 
And, while subdu'd it suppKcates relief. 
Dash the doom'd sufF'rer to eternal grief? 
Why, soft enchantress, spread the fatal snare 
That lures thy struggling victim to despair ? 
Why with meek smiles my wand'ring sense reclaim f 
Why feed with pitying looks my hopeless flame F* 



* ^ LanFB wished to be beloved by Petrarch, but with such 
rtfinemeiit, that he should never speak of bis love : wheneyer h$ 
attempted the most distant expression of this kind, she Ireated 
(am with excessive rigour^ bat when she saw lum in despair, his 
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Ah ! rather come in awful histre drest, 
Cahnmy touched Sense, and lull the fiends to rest; 
Teach me each rebel passion to disown, 
Chill my hot pulse, and freeze my heart to 'stone ; 
With contrite sighs devotion's 'flame Ukime ; 
With holy tear-drqps gem this mental gloom : 
Come in transcendent vibtub*s sacred form, 
Stem the fierce torrent, and appease the storm ; 
Grasp the dire bolt suspended o'er my head. 
And on my quiv'nng heart-strings patience shed ; 
Check with thy counsels Wry 4nadd'ning*flight, 
Direct me trembliiig to the paths of light ; 
Bow my parch'd lip to kiss the chast'niqg rod, 
And lead me, blushing, to the throne of God ! 

Where'er 1 ^fly, whereW my fi^enzy roves. 
To pi^ie^kd summits or low bending «iwes. 
Still on my shatter'd brain thy form iippears, 
Steab to my heart, and gHstens thro' niy tears s 
Thy voice J hear in-ev'ry whisperii^ gale. 
Thy fragrant breath from Citron buds idiale ; 
I mark the Rose in native sweetness drest, 
I snatch the blushing emblem to my breast^ 



«tili!Nifecl%ikn^ some triffitaK^dnaiiM." 



Thy Immish'd isiiiglels float 4icroi9s iny ,«igbty 

la the Iaitigk)i.ittDg.«lre9m*cff omotJighl ; 

And as the star of mom unfolds its fure, 

Stolisn "irism At iglances of hs ^armng 'me, 

Thy beaming eyes «emil; tfaa^Hceitt *Bys, 

The lustrous iiefalds of tiitf muVs <n€h 4jkze'! 

A matron's purify ^y ^mfles impmft, 

And Truth's .mild isplendouns bngliten ^m' thylieaft'; 

Ah! wherefore, Pst.ra»oh, <wfaerdbre<f0^)y<l»e 

The dangerous magic of aform'so^air'f 

Why wasto thee die ^talonomentgiviin 

Which bade 'an Aiq^el draw thy <toul' from <ffieav'n9 

Yet ere thy pow^r supreme my «oiil coi^fesi^d. 
Ere ifainiii^ Virtue ifled my burning breast ; 
While in its veins one ling'ring spafkremaiii'd, 
One heaioenly spai^ t^trenibliiig'faope'SUAtBiiiM'; 
VAUCLU&Ey d^ sylvan solitudes Q[dto8e 
To cure my passion, *or - coaee^ my iroes-; 
And oft beneadithymelanididlydiade 
Reluctant, pensive, half^rasdlved I strayed*; 
And trembling, foulfring, frequent in^hs 'I pour'd 
Before the shrine of him but hsilf adored ; 
While as die sacred Virgin's form I viewM 
A bri^ter Idoli every sense eubdu'd ! 
While holy vows >wece lost in vwarm desires 
Love dropped a tear dmt quendi%l'r6li^oil's*firefr; 
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Till tfaro'.my eyes my haaif s true fervour shoney 
Aodmy fo^d soul, d^ar Samt, was all thy own! 

Now o*er some craggy peak wheii frowning ni^t 
Grasps the last lijogeriog tint olf ruby li^t ; • 
When o'er the vast expanse I seek in vain 
The tawny vineyard and the yellow plain ; 
Heedless I wander, while the tempest flies. 
Brave the cold winds, nor heed the threatening skies — 
Where from the wild romantic cliffs around 
The headlong waters fall with hollow sound ) 
And stealii^ thro' the winding vale below, . 
Unseen, thro' mid-day glooms incessant flow ; 
While sullen echo's aery tongue betrays 
Where round her seat each brawling chai]ffiel strays | 
While the lone, owl, her lurid haunts among, 
To the pale moon repeats her nighdy song ; 
While rocks acute my fev'rish limbs sustain, 
Chiird by the freezing blast and drizzling rain ; 
While the keen winds in gusts impetuous yell. 
O'er the bleak clifi^, that guards the shadowy dell. 
When the loud thunder fills the troubled air, . 
And Forests wither by the lightning's glare ; 
Madd'ning I see thy glitt'ring p^iaptom rise, 
Spring from the steep, and hover 'midst the skies, 
I rave, I shriek, from point to point I start. 
While hell's worst torments riot in my heart ; 

s - 

5 
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I ccwt the fiends my rending pangs to share. 
And prove die wildest torments of despair. 

^ f • 

V 

When, first to these calm .shades. I bent mj way> 
Led by the light of intellectual ray, 
I mark'd repose her gendest balm diffuse, - 
To «ppthe the hapless Hermit of Vaucluse ! 
Where, 'n^idst the foliage of my laurel* bowVs, 
The Muse had sprinkled never-fading fiow'rs ; 
Where mild philosophy unveU'd her shrine^p 
Each care to solace, and each wish refine ; 
Whole years my studious eye intent explor'd 
The treasur'd gems by hoary wisdom stor'd ! 
Each truth sublime by ancient sages taught, 
Grac'd with the glossy charm of polish'd thought : 
And oft the sickly taper's feeble rays 
Shrunk from the splendours of the solar blaze. 
While o'er the classic page absorb'd I hung. 
Where Homer breath'd, or tunefid Yirgil sung! 
Whega all was silence, all was peace, my breast 
No pang endur'd, no wayward thought coniess'd ! 
Swiftly thy beauty gleam'd across my sight, 
Dimm'$^ the bright flame of transitory light, 
Spurn'd each weak barrier trembling Reason gave. 
And plmig'd me vanquish*d in afiliction s wave. 



1 ,^- 1» 



'^ Petrau'ch dedicated this Tf-ee to his beloved Liiiinif 
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Yet^ yet tmce wm^, my Ydm^ hBMOiti«ini^ 
A lenient iMiufle Sroni aguwMin g Aought ; 
I left these bow'rs o'er fore^ realms to stray, 
Lovjs lit hB tar(3i toiguidb my itfum^ way ! 
Mournful I journeyed ^o^er IxAjn A*« lands, 
And moisten'd mth my tnun Sicxxjajt nmfe; 
Where die proiid ]>ANi]iBtB^ nuUng waters n:^, 
Z pour'd the madd'ning anginsh ^of my soul. * 
O'er JLlpi N£ hilk in mUtaiy •woe, 
I wept and wanderM ^midst ^eternal «iiow. 
Oft did I mark ihe £ir>k«:^^ iimpetuous^treun 
By the wan lustre of ikb moonlight theam ; 
And as the foamy current currd along. 
Heard the rocks echo with my frantic Botig I 
Where Romie's majestic ruins tott ring «tand 
The hourly victims of lime's mould'ringhaiid, 
Whole nights Fve trod -Ihe ttesselated stone, 
While scarce a^glinup^ving dtar in jHty fihone ; 
Then starting 'midst A* impenetrable gloom, 
Grasp'd the cold^fine^ment of «0Bie Mar^s tomb. 
And tore the crawling i^ fhom 'its bed. 
To weave a pillow for -n^ burning 'head : 
Then raised my eyes to iGon in fervent pra/r, 
To'cnd my being and my sorrows ther^. 
For O ! eternal martyrdom I^prove, 
Heav'n's doom'd apobtatb — my fell tyrant, loveI 
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Waea Roine h^ ptbvid apfiBMBe txultkig^dVdV 
And Toimd n^ car her kutf els stoop'd to vf^^e ! 
When borne tmmjdiaiit o'er ;ihe sacred ground, 
By holy imnds. with flow^iy ehaplete crown'd ! 
Wtiie thsK^ngcyoihaia edip'd throos^ the sky, 
And rosy infants /blide the censers* fly ! 
When nations thrcmgM th¥ >f(0£t's I^me to «hare, -* 
And shouts of nurture fill'd the perfiim'd air ! - 
No flushed delight from aiM^onoau^y 
No selfish jjoy ^^vith 'fake aififoftion fraught 
Could 'dnxw my prostrate soill ftom LdvE'atid thev. 
Still at THY rshnne i heat die trembling 'lanae ! 
For who but thee^ transcendent Angel! taught 
The flame to liine, which kindled every diought? 
For who^ like the^, 4^uld heavenly themes inspire,' 
Or touch the sensaite mind with hallowed flue. 
Mingling with mortal dust the spark divine^ 
That bade 'my veise Mrith -deatldess gloiieB ^fainei 

In yon cool grot>emboiss^d with idielk'aiid4Bow^, 
Where the hot stream of iiooli-<biy light iscaroepours^ 
Where silence reigns^ ^save when die 'fallow nil 
With gurgling sound ^steals o?er the mos$y dlL; 



* Small Vases suspended by silver or gold chains, and filled 
with bnming incense; th^ are :generaUy»canied hy c^jMc^ a^ 
reHgiouft ceremonies in Catholic countries. 
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While 'oMcbt the diadows of the twilight gleam, 
I tim'd my Lyre— «diy fatal charms my theme; 
O'er my chill'd form sleep's sable cuijain hwig, 
Veil'd my sad eyes, and chaia'd my iaulfring tongae. 
Each, sense absorb'd, yet my fond soul was free. 
Its thoughts, its faculties^ all dwelt with thee; 
Celestial visions bover'd o'er my breast. 
And ro^-lip'd Angels sooth'd my pangs to rest. 
Their silver harps hung pendent on the sky. 
Bound with unfading wreaths of emerald die, 
While the wing'd choristers inscribed thy namie 
On Heaven's blue tablet with etheieal flame* 

la the bland portal of the rosy East 
Aurora sat in golden mantle drest; 
The silent air, in crystal fetters bound, 
Slept on the folded clouds that glisten'd round ; 
W^hen to my ravish'd s^ht thy form was shown. 
The guardian spirit of the sphery throne! 
A c'roiKii of orient rays thy brow CGonpress'd, 
A zone of myrtle clasp'd thy snowy breast! 
The tear of pity trembled in thine eye 
like a bright Planet in the eveniiig sky ! 
The blush of morning mantled o'er thy cheek. 
When thus thy voice seraphic seem'd to speak : 

*^ Freed from the goading chain of mortal care, 
\ rove a bless'd inhabitant of air; 



\ 
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Yet; in delicious ecstasy I wait. 
Till my lov'd Petrarch shall partake my fiite : 
The soul, once purified, awaits on those ^ 
Who toil amidst a wilderness of woes: . 
It guards the partners of its mortal hours. 
When angubh threatens, or despair devours. 
Shields the frail bosom with a cherub's wing. 
And robs the tyrant, Death, of ev'ry sting. 

But see die ruddy dawn's advancing blaze . 
Tears my fond shadow from thy eager gaze ; 
Yet Oh! if e'er thy Laura's Virtue charm'd. 
Her smile enraptur'd^ or her beauty warm'd^ 
Let Hope sustain thy sick'ning soul to prove 
" That HeaVn has joy, beyond the joys of love.*' — 
She smil'd and vanish'd, while my frantic mind 
^' Awoke to all the griefs it left behind !" 

Now driv'n from each vain gleam of fond delight^ 
My SUN of glory saddens into night; 
My once proud laurels doom'd, alas ! to fade 
On the pale forehead of a ling'rmg ^ade. 
I count my midnight beads, and kneeling, rave, 
On the damp sod, my Pallet and my Grave. 
Toiling thro' tedious years unseen, unblest, 
Eternal thorns corroding in my breast; 
I fast, I pray, and yet no comfort find ; 
Heaven on my lips, but love within my mind! 
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For thee, Oh LxuRiw! restless sorrow poors, 
Sigfaas tluit still bum^ and tears dml ftiH in showers; 
The morning broaks^; my fevVish heart still mourns. 
Till twilight, pensive hour, again returns ; 
When night'n thick curtun o W the scene nnjfiirrd< 
Throws r^st and silence o W the breathing world ; 
I feel T«EE stiU, within my hea^ brain ; 
I weep, I 81^ I sup^cat« in^ vain ! 
Or, if by chance one pitying ray of rest 
Warms the sad inmate of my throbbing breast, 
'Tis but a gteam of iolelteetiial' light 
That feetify glances o'er my mental sight, 
And, for •» oiomeot, dissipates the gloom. 
To point my weary footsteps Ta the Tosrn^ 
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INSCIMJNIB TOf A SRI*NII% 
WriHtfutt the banning rf the F^tnckRevdHtiom 

O THOVy to whom supencff worth's alli^d^ 

Thy Country's honour — and the Muses? prides 

Whose pen g^ves polish to the Maiyjog line 

That blends instcucticm with the aaag. diivine ; 

Whose fancy, glanciog^ o'er th^ hostile flain^ 

Plants a fond trophy o'er the mi^h^ slak;f 

Or to the dabied lawn directs its way. 

Blithe a^'the aong^esa of returning; iby; 

Who deignM tp rove where twinkliag^gbw-woonaleajl 

The tiny legions o'ee the glitt'dng mead ^ 

Whose liqfiid notes ia sweet meand'ring&flow,, 

Mild as the nuromrs ^ the Bird of Woe v 

Who gave to Sympathy its sofiesi, pow'r^ 

The charm to wing Afflictiosu's safale hour; 

Who in Italians groves, with thwllnig SQDgf , 

Caird mute attention ftom the. minstrel throng,; 

Gave proud distinction to the Poetfa name. 

And claim'd, by modest worthy thet wreath of £une^^ 



'■•■•••■Ni-^a— >»«iv*^i«w-«i«ii>«'-Wi>^^>w^>«i'i«iWiiV«<»aH»i 



f See an Elegy wntten «i tbe* pGwu of Pontoioy, %y HM>ef# 
Merry, £ft^ 
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Accept the Verse thy magic harp inspires. 
Nor scorn the Muse that kindles at its fires. 

O, justly gifted with the Sacred Lyre, 
Whose sounds can more than mortal thoughts inspire^ 
Whether its strings heboic measures move. 
Or lyric numbers charm the soul to love ; 
Whether thy fancy " pours the varying verse" 
In boVrs of bliss, or o'er the plumed hearse ; 
Whether of patriot zeal, or past'ral sports. 
The peace of hamlets, or the pride of courts : 
Still Nature glows in ev'ry classic line — 
Still Genius dictates — still the verse is thine. 

Too long the Muse, in ancient garb array'd. 
Has pin'd neglected in oblivion's shade ; 
I>riv*n from the sunnshine of poetic fame, 
Stripp'd of each charm, she scarcely boasts a name : 
Her voice no more can please the vapid throng; 
No more loud Paeans consecrate her song. 
Cold, faint, and sullen, to the grove she flies^ 
A faded garland veils her radiant eyes : 
A withering laurel on beip breast she wears, 
Fann'd by her sigh?; and spangled with her tears : 
From her each fond associate early fled, 
She mourn'd a Mflton lost, a Shakspere dead : 
Her eye beheld a Chatterton oppressed, 
A famish'd Otway — ravish'd from her breast ; . ^ 



•AINSI VA Lfi MdKBE. 17 

Now in their place a flutt'ring form appearil, 
Mocks her fall'npow'r, and triumphs in her tears: 
A flippant^ senseless, aery thing, whose eye 
Glares wanton mirth, and low-»80ul'd ribaldry. 
While motley mumm'ry holds her tinsel reign, 
Shaksipere might write, and Garrick act in vain i 
True Wit recedes, when blushing Reason iie^s 
This spurious offspring of the banish'd Muse. 

The task be thine to chedc the darii^ hand 
That leads fantastic folly o'er the land; 
The task be thine with witchii^ spells to bind 
The feath'iy shadows of the fickle mind ; 
To strew with deathless floVrs the dreary waste ; 
To pluck the weeds of vitiated taste ; 
To cheer with smiles the Muse's glorious toil. 
And plant perfection on her native soil : 
The Arts, that thro' dark centuries have pin'd, 
Toil'd vrithout fimie, in sordid chains confin'd, 
Burst into ,li^t with renovated fire. 
Bid Envy shrink, and Ignorance expire. 
No more prim Kneller's simp'ring beauties vie, 
Or Lely's genius droops with languid eye: 
No more prepost'rous figures pain the view, 
Aliens to Nature, yet to Fancy true. 
The wild chimeras of capricious thought, 
Deform'd in fashion, and vridi ^rors fraught : 

VOL. I. c 
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The GoAic fkM&mmn mk*iimg Side awajv 
jlttl^Mtive iSennit fndMM inlo dagr. 

RETVoiii>«, ^Iwis ihu wilh taagic dnUl totnce 
The perfeet Mnblaaee «f eaterior-gmoe; 
lliij famd, Is^r l^otwe giudidy fiMtfcs th^ 
That^teDpt yarticoti— om the <m» divaie* 
TU thiae «» lint Att li|p «ii^ ivMf Ac, 
To paint the softness of the melting eye ; 
With »*«iMPfi <x>ls hiKunHdv Tdisnisv'd* 
The ivory shoiUer's H«A'«l Ultodinie; 
To dedkibev»M>^ma^imm idib naitdikss f^oe. 
To mark the diaipied«n»fe mi AeboiI^b &oe: 
The tMk is -duK, "with onMUHgihaMd Id Ihiw 
The veil transpannt on Ifae bieaat^ wasam : 
The Stetesiwnktiiaaq^ ^ InAsit'a diamb aaieB, 
The Poet's fim^ ihe Matran'a egre jstcasi 
Alike, wilk aatantedluolis jdme 
Beneath fty palidi'd pttidl!s touch di«aBB« 
As Britain's QentUB^glafiia in diy^Ait, 
Adores thy virteBB, and teivoies diy betst, 
Natioas jniborn ^sfaafl ?odefan<te diy saae, 
And waft ikiy memmy- ouAtrmiagM >a£ Sjuoe. 



Oft "when the moAf mtfi nckfaing fugs appress'idt 
Flies to the Mwee^ and^joorts die^bafamof i«st, 
When Reason, sailed wMi life'^s weaiy w«es, 
Turns to tYse^^and finds a blest repose, 



A generous pride that sooms each pet^ at^ 
That (eeU no 6inry ranklifig m thd hearty 
No mean deeeit that wings its shaft at Fam$f 
Or gives to pamper'd Vice a pomp^QS N«Mf)«; 
Theq, ealm reflactkna shuns the %sxt&A evowd. 
The sensalpss chaos of the Utih proud. 
Then, indignatioii, stealing through the breast. 
Spurns the p^ tribe in flimsy greatness drast ; 
Who, to their native nothingness consign'd. 
Sink in coi^mpt^^npr leave a ^race b^opd* 
Then Fancy paints, in visional^ gloom, 
The sainted dmdo:s?8 of the kui^l'd tombi 
The Star of Virtue glist'niiig on each l^^ast, 
Divine insignia of the s{Mrit blestl 
Then Miltqk smiles seresne, a beauteous shade, 
In woiA august-^m lustrous fires array'd : 
Immortal- SHAKsi^nnE gleams acrofis the sight, 
Rob'd in ediere^l vest <of radiwit light;. 
WingM Ages pictaf e to the daezled view 
Each mark'd perfectien— of die sacred few, 
Pops, Dstdsn, 3p«K8BR^ all tiiat Fam^ shall 

raise, 
FromCHA vosR^s gloom — till th^se ^igfaten^d days : 
Then emaktioQ kindles ftncy^s ^e, 
The f^orieus throng poetic flints inspire; 
Each sepsate bosom feels the god-like 0ame, 
The dieridak^d harbinger of future fame. 

c 2 
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^ ^ in COI19C10118 ease, 

Va< <»**' ^\!oiUif content the few to please : 
Steals ^^ jlmdeii the modest Muse retires, 
Obseur^ ^^ vapours emulate her fires. : 

Ir^udendiu^^ shims promiscuous praise, 
Tfce Sot^ *"'"*^ condemns the Poet's kys. 
perfectioo wisefy. courts the lib'ral few. 
The voice of kindred genius must be true. 

But empty Witlings sate. the public eye 
With pimy jest and low buffoonery^ 
The buzzing hornets swarm about the great. 
The poor appendages of pampered state; . 
The trifling, fluttering insects of a day 
Flit hear the sun*, and glitter in its ray ; 
Whose subtle fires with charms magnetic bum, 
Whei3e every atyect fool fnay have his turq. 
Lull'd in the lap of indolence, they boas^ 
Who best can fewn — and who can flatter most ; 
Who with obsequious smiles mislead the nund. 
And prove most mischievous, by seeming kind; 
Pour on the Ear soft adulation's sound. 
And give to infemy the fame they wound; 
While with a cuqning arrogance they blend 
Sound without c^ense: — and wit that stabs a fiiend ; 
Slanders oblique — ^that check ambition's toil. 
The pois'nous. weeds, that mark the barx^ soil. .. 
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So the sweet blossoms of salubrious spriog 
Thro' the lone wood their spicy odours fling ; 
Shrink from the sun, and. bow their beauteous beadp 
To scatter incense o'er, dieir native beds^ 
While coarser flow'rs expand with gaudy ray,. 
Brave the rude wind, and mock the burning day. 

Ah! gentle muse, from trivial follies turn, 
Where Patriot souls with god-like passions burn; 
So shall tfay song to glorious themes aspire, 
Bapt in the wonders of the Poet's lyre. 

Thro' all the scenes of Nature's varying plan. 
Celestial Freedom warms, the breast of man ; 
Led by her daring hand, what power can bind 
Tlie boundless efforts of the lab'ring mind.. 
The god-like fervour, thrilling thro' the heart, 
Gives new creation to each vital part; 
Throbs rapture thro' each palpitating vein, 
Wii^s the vrild thought, and warms the fertile braiu. 
To her thei noblest attributes of Heav'n, 
Ambiti<Mi, valour, eloquence, are giv'n. 
She binds the soldier's brow with vnreaths niblime/ 
From her, expanding reason learns to. climb* 
To her the sounds of mdkxly belongs . 
She wakes the raptures of the Poet's song ; . 
'TIS .god-like Fre&ook bids each passion Uve, . 
That trudi may boast, or patriot virtue giver 
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From her, die Afli 6d%liten*d fplenddun omn^ 
She guidei ike peannt — She adorns dm dlroiie ; 
To tniU PWlaiithropy extendf her hand, 
Gives Truth preeminence, and Worth command ( 
Her eye directs the path diat leads to Fame, 
Dghts Valour's torch, and trims the glorious flame.;. 
She scatters joy o'er Nature's endless scope. 
Gives strength to Reason^ — ecstasy to Hope ; 
Tempers each paig Humanity can feel, 
And binds presumptuous Power with nerves of rteel ; 
Strangles each tyrant Phantom in its birth. 
And knows no title — ^but superiob wobth. 

Enlightened Gallia I what were ail your toys, 
Your dazzling splendounh-^your vohiptuous j<^ ? 
What were your glitt^rit^ ^kuk-^lofty tow'rs, 
Your peffiim'd chambers, and your painted bow*fs i ' 
Did not insidious jirt those gil^ bestow. 
To cheat the piying eyt — with tinsel Aowi 
Yes ; hucurjr dilSiis'd her spelb to Und 
The deep researches of iim vestlesfe mind ; 
To lull the active soul with witching wiles. 
To hide pale Slavery in a mask of srailes ; 
The toVrang wings of reaion to restmin, . 
And lead the victim in a flow'ry chain. 
When warlike Locis,^ arrogant and v»n. 
Whom m0A could never hold, or fear restrain, 

•LooisXIV. 
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The souFs last r^i^ in rep^ntaace sou^t^ 

Th6 MPtftil Maiktbnoh iimoWd each feute; 

She iwho had led his worleHy step^ astray 

NoMr, ^ mnooAi'd Ins paasage to the realms of day !^ 

O^ moastroiis hypocrite t-^iJ^ho/VBinly stro¥e 

By pioos frand to wia a people's Iqife ; 

Whose coffers groaned "ivith reliques from die proud, 

The ponqpouQ offsprings of llie venal cpoudy 

And yet — so sapred was 4« matron's fame. 

Nor ts^, nor virtue, dar'd assail faef name; 

None could approach but with obsequious breath, 

To speak was tbsasok — and t<^ murmipr bbath. 

Jn meek and humble garb, she veil'd command^ 

While helpless millions shrunk beneath her hand. 

And when Ambition's idle dream was o'er. 

And art could blind, and beauty charm no more; 

She, whose luxurious bosom spumed restraint, 

Who lived ibe slave of passioB — died a saint .^ 

What were Ae feelings of the hapless throng, 
By threats insulted, and oppressed with wrong i 
While grasping avarice, with skill ^K)found, 
Spread her fell snares, and-deialt destsuotion round ; 
Each risii^ sun some new infiingenft^t saw. 
While pride was cposecpience — ^and pow^r was law ; 



* Madame de Maintenon died 9^ perfect devotee at the Coo* 
vcntofStCyr. 
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A people^s suff Viogs hop'd redress in vain, ' 
Subjectioo curbed ^e tongue that dai^d comfdain. 
Imputed guilt each virtuous victim led 
Where.all the fiends their direst mischiefs spread; 
Where, thro' long ages past, with watchful Gare^ 
Thy tybants, Gallia, nursed the witch db- 

SPAIB. 

Where in her black bastile the harpy fed 
On the warm crimson drops her fiings had died ; 
Where recreant malice mock'd the suiTrer's sigby 
While ii^al lightnings darted from her eye«— 
Where deep mysterious whispers munnur'd round, . 
And death stalk^ sullen o'er the treacherous grounds . 

O Day — ^transcendent on the page of Fam» ! 
When jfrom her Heav'n insulted Freedtmi came; 
Glancii^ o'er earth's wide space, her beaming eye 
Mark'd the dread scene of impious slavery ;. . 
Warm'd by her breath, the vanquish'd, trembling race, 
Wake from the torpid slumj[)er of disgrace ; 
Rous'd by oppression, ilia;^ his birth-right claims, . 
O'er the proud battlements jed v^ng^ance flames ; . > 
!Elxultii|g thunders rend the tairbid skies ;— : 
In sulph'rQus clouds the goi:geous. ruin lies ! — 
The angcj Pity now each cave ei^plores, ... 
graves the chill damps, and fells the pond rous doors^ 
Tears from the flinty walls the clanking chains, 
Where many a dreadful tale of woe remaii]|S| 
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Where many a sad memorial marks the hour,. 
That gave the rights of man to rav'nous pow'r, . 
Now^ snatch'd from death; the wond'xii]^ wretch shaS 

prove K - 

The rapturous energies of social love ; . 
Whose limbs each faculty denied — ^whose si^- 
Had long resigned all intercourse with light ; 
Whose wasted form the humid earth receiv'd. 
Who, numb'd with ai^uish — scarcely felt he /iV5; 
Who, when the midnight bell asaul'd his ears, 
From fpv'rish slumbers woke — to shed new tears : 
While slow-coQsumii^ grief each sense enthrall'd, 
'Till Hope expired, and Valour shrunk — appall'd: . 
Whare veil'd suspicion lurked in shrewd disguise. 
While eager vengeance op'd her thousand eyes; . . 
While the hir'd slave, the fiend of wrath, designed / 
To lash, with scorpion-scourges, human-kind- — . - 
Dra^d with ingenious pangs, the tardy hour, 
Tofeed the rancour of insatiate Foisff^ * 

^ - . 

Blest be the favour'd delegates of' Heav'uj , . . ' 
To whose illustrious souls the task was giv'ii 
To wrench the bolts of tyranny — and dare . 
The petrifying c(H)fines of despair ; 
With HeavVs own breeze to.cheer th^ gasping breatfi, 
J\nd spread broad sun-shine in the caves of death* ^ 

..... . . _^^ , . 
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What 19 tke chtroi tfa«t bids mankmd dMlii» 
The Tyraat's vaatkiatef and th' Oppresior^s chaift ; 
What bidg exulting liberty impart 
Ecstatic raptures to the Human Heart ; 
Calls forth eadi hidden spark of glorioua fire^ 
Bids UDtau^ minds to iraliant feats aq>iFe^ 
What gives to Freedom it* supreme delight I 
Tis Emulation, Instinct, Nature, right ! 

When tfai^ retcdving Orbli first course begaii^ 
Heaven stamped chvine pre-eminence on man ; 
To him it gave die intellectual mind, 
Persuaaye Eloquence and Truth refiaM ; 
Humamty to harmoittte his vway. 
And calm Religion to direct his way; 
Courage to tenq>t Ambkion^s lofty flight, 
And conscience to illume his erring sight. 
Who shall the natural Bights of Man deride, 
When Freedom spreads her fost'ring banners wide^ 
Who shall contemn the heav'n-taught zeal that throws 
The balm of comfort on a Nation's woes ? 
That tears the veil from superstition^s eye. 
Bids despots tremble, and oppression die t 
Wrests hidden treasure from the sorcKd hand. 
And flings profiinon o'er a famish'd land ? — 
Nor yet, to Gallia are her smiles confin'd. 
She opes her radiant gates to all mankind; 



AIN8I VA tft MONDE. ^7 

Sure on the pec^led earth there cannot be 
A foe to liberty — that dares be free i 
Who that has tasted bliss will e'er deny 
The magic power of thrilling ecstasy i 
Who that has breathed Health's vivifying breezCf 
Would tempt the dire contagion of Disease ? 
Or, prodigal of joy, his birth^right give 
In shackled slavery — a wretch to live ? 

Yet let Ambition hold a teiiip'rate sway. 
When Virtue rules — ^'tis Rapture to obey ; 
Man can but reign his transitory hour, 
And love may bind— when ,/ear has lost its pow'n 
Proud may he be who nobly acts his part. 
Who boasts the empire of each subject's heart, 
Whose worth exultii^ millions shall approve, 
Whose richest treasure — la a Nation's Love. 
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INSCRIBED TO; JOHN TAYLOE} C9Q. OCULIST jp HIS 

MAJESTY* 
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O THOU ! all wonderful, all glorious Pow'r ! 
That throi|gti the soul diffusesl light Bublime, 
And bidst i^ see th' <^iKiiiipoteDce of God ! 
O SIGHT ! to MAN the vivifying lamp, 
That, darting throug}i the intellectual maze, 
Giv'st to each risii^ thought the livii^ ray ! 
As the Promethean touch awoke that source 
Whose ^pry warms the Planetaiy world, 
So th;b &upb.:qm^ iUui^'d the yi^xtal orb. 
To mark his worksj and wonder at his pow'r ! 

Transcendent gift ! but for thy light divine, 
Oh ! what a chaos were the mind of man ! 
Composed of atoms, exquisitely fine. 
Each moving in a dark obstructed sphere, 
Forlorn, and undelighted ! for to him 
Whose eye ne'er drank the widely beaming raj, 
What are the wonders of the starry worlds ; 
Creation's fair domain, its gems, its hues, 
And all its bright diversify of charms i 
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yffh2Lt are his faculti^^ his passioiis^ tfadug^ts ? : 
Heiabouors dirov^ a wilderness obscure^ 
£ai;h other sense awaken'd, wanting still 
That sense divine, which gives to each its charm; 
The earthy to hinny a solitary' speck, 
For ever mournful, and for ever drear ! 

Oblivicm horrible ! to know no chai^ ; 
Nor light from darkness I nor the human form, 
The im^e of perfection infinite ! 
To fashion various phantoms of the brain, 
By eadi amus'd, and yet by each deceived! 
To roll the aching eye, alas ! in vain, 
And still to find a melancholy blank 
Of years, and months, and days, and liog'ring hours, 
All dark alike, eteknally obscure ! 
To such a wretch ! whose brightest sense of bliss 
Is but the shadow of a waking dream, / 

The sleep of death, with all its startling fears. 
Must te&a with prospects of Elysium ! 
For what is sleep, but temporary death; 
Sealing up all the windows of the soul. 
And binding ev'ry thought in torpid chains I 
Yet, only for a time the spell conti-ouls. 
And soothing visions gild th^ transient gloom ; 
For every active faculty of mind 
Sprii^ fipom the numbing apathy of sleep 
With renovated lustre and delist ! ; 
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But h6 wlio knowi one imralightta^d void, 

One drearjr nighty unbkts'd with chfitiftil 

lives m the midrt of Deadi ; and, when be tOecpm, 

Feeds m perpetual solitude of woe, 

Without one ray to dissipi^ its gloom. 

Then what to him avails the varying year. 
The orient mom, or evening's purple shade, 
That robes Craation in a garb of rest i 
What all the beauties of the vast expanse. 
The tint ceiulean, or the vaulted arch 
Of Heaven's etenial dome ! Can Fancy paint. 
With all die vivid magic of h^ pow'r, 
Tlie spaiigling legions of the qpfaery plains ; 
Hie gaudy-vested Siupmer's safiron glow, 
When proudly gilded by its parent 8uii, 
As thtough the flaming Heav'ns his dazzling car, 
Bumish'd with spaiUnig light, sheds liquid gold 
O'er seas ediereal; while the brazes stay 
To kiss the faiming flowers, whose silky heads, 
Inclining, fade beneath tfa^ vtith'ring touch? 
Can Fancy ^ve the rainbow's lustre pure 
To the cold vacuum of die sightkni tyei 
Insensible to colours, space, or fisvm, 
Stumbling and fearful, dirq^i a desert shade, 
Man gropes forlorn, and labeling like the M<4e ; 
He feels t^ vivifykig glow divine. 
But, 'midst the blaK0 of radiance infinite, 



An isolated b^ag, wanders stilly 
Sud, imiUuin'd, ducansobte, and lo3t! 

Nor yet alone Ae miseiy extrentie 
Of the dread gioom opaque involves bis mind ; 
The longing for tlmt someding yet unknown, 
Whose pow'r he feels, difiining its warm touch 
O'er ev'ry sensate nerve i that Power which marks 
The vaxyii^ seasons in their varying focnu. 
That teUs faim diere is yet a sense untried, 
Uiigratified, yet fraught with heavenly bliss, 
Distracts beyond the certitude of piun. 
Chills the expanding source of mental joy. 
And deadens all the &culties of mani 

Ah! woe too -esquisijle for hnBaan thought ! 
Of mortal miseries, the dr&a^ supbbms J 
How can the soul its energies «istain, 
When Reason's crystal gates are clos'd in night, 
And cold Oblivion hovers o'er the mind i 
What are the horrors of the dungeon's gloom. 
The bolts of steel, or die flint-fretted roof. 
The tempoisuy spells that shut llie wretch 
From the bland paries of effulgent day? 
While Hope cc»nes smiling on the wings of Time, 
And the small crevice in his loathsome ceO, 
That promises a ^imm'nng stream of %ht. 
Bids him look forward to the coming joy 2 
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What are the self-created^ anxious fearsy 
That, throngu^ round the midnight traveller^ 
Give to his straining eye fantastic forms. 
And filk imagination's boundless scope 
With shadowy hosts, scaring his startled mind f 
While Silence reigns despotic o'er the plain ; 
Save where the bird of solitude salutes 
The melancholy hour, and pours alone 
Her love;-bewailing song; yet hope beguiles. 
Nor quits him as he strays, 'till the wan moon. 
Peering in silvery panoply of light, 
Sails placidly sublime through the still air, 
And scatters round her imitative day ! 
But the unvarying cloud of deepest n^ht ! 
The blank perpettial of the sightless orb ! 
The mournful chaos of the darken'd brain ! 
No hope can. animate, no thought illume ; 
All is eternal solitude profound ; 
A dreadful shade, that mocks each other sense^ 
And plunges Reason in its worst abyss ! 

And yet, in such a mind, so whelm'd in gloom, 
The pure affections of the soul still live ! 
The melancholy void is subject still 
To the sweet magic of seraphic sounds ; 
The soothing eloquence of sacred song ; 
The whisp'rii^ gale, that mourns declining day ^ 
Or Philomela's soul-subdumg stram, 
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That woes lone Echo, from her viewless seat. 

To sail aerial-thron'd upon the breeze ! 

The lulling murmurs of the wand'ring stream; 

The ever rippling rill ; the cataract fierce ; 

The lowing herds; and the small drowsy tones 

That, from the insect myriads^ hum around; 

The love-taught minstrelsy of plumed throats ; 

The dulcet strains of gentle Consolation ! 

But, most of all, to that lov'd voice, whose thrill. 

Rushing impetuous through each throbbing vein. 

Dilates the wond'ring mind, and frees its pow'rs 

From the cold chains of icy apathy 

To all the vast extremes of bliss and pain ! 

For, to THAT VOICE adob'b, hb quivering pulse 

Responsive beats ! he marks its ev'ry tone. 

And finds in each a sympathetic balm ! 

Ill-foted wretch! he knows hot the sweet semt 

That feeds upon the magic of a sinile \ 

That drinks the poison of the murd'rous eye. 

Or rushes, in an ecstasy of bliss, 

To snatch the living roses from the cheek ! 

He knows not what it is to trace each charm 

That plays iabout the symmetry of form. 

And heightens ev'ry timid blushing grace. 

More lovely, frpm the wonder it commands ! 

He never mark'd the soul-expressive tear ! 

The undescribable and speaking glaQ(;j^> 

That promises unutterable bliss ! 

VOL. I. D 
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Then what to liim avails the raby lip^ 
Or the rich lustre of the silky waves. 
That half conceal die azure tiQCtiir'd eye^ 
As golden clouds rush on the morning ittar^ 
And glow, ejuildng, o'er its milder ray ! 

O glorious siGKT r sublimest gift of Ganf 
Expansive source of intellectual bliss ! ^ 

By diee we climb to immortality^ 
Through all the rugged paths of tedious life! 
Thy nerve shoots forth a lig^t inefiable, . 
That marks the fount of science, and reveals 
The many-winding paths of wisdom's maze! 
Thou canst within thy narrow vortex grasp 
The outstretched ocean, and the landscape wide. 
Diversified with craggy cliffs, whose heads 
Hang fearfully sublime, half veiled in clouds,. 
O'er the low valley's solitary breast i 
Tis thine, upon the mountam's dizzy edge ' 

To ponder on the wonders of the sky 1 
Or, bending o'er the margin, trace below 
The world of mingling atoms, less'ning still 
As the dread cavity grows more profound; 
Till woods, and lakes, and scatter d vilk^es^ 
And stately palaces, and lofty spires. 
Fade in the deep impenetrable gloom ! ~ 
Thou canst avert the storm that gathers round> 
And bids thee seek the hospitable roof 



Where meek philanthropy iinfolda her store! 
Tis thine to contemplate the gorgeous Sun 
In all its majesty of living li^t^ ' ' 

Flaming, despotic, (/ef unnumfoer'd worlds-! 
TPis thiKeW mark'the snowy-vested plains, 
Ths^, like the glitfrii^ stores of Avarice, 
Dazzle and chill the wretched wand'rer's soul ! 
Or, midst thie Wr^ck of Mature, still secure, 
Gaze where the black'ning tempest, bursting round. 
Tears the young branches from the parent trunk. 
And strips the forest of its loftiest pride ! 

And yet ! so wonderfully form'd to meet 
The cutting blast, the winged lightning^s glare, 
The painful radiance of the scorching Sun ; 
To watch the midnight taper's glimmering flame 
O'er the long studious page, or pore intent 
Upon the fine-wrought mysteries that lurk 
In art mechanical ! to trace the stars 
Through all their devious labyrinths of air ; 
To plunge amidst the foamings of the deep ; 
Or pour the copious torrents from that spring 
By pity cherished in the human breast! 
Yet — so alive is ev'ry wondrous part. 
In each complete, in all pre-eminent ! 
So exquisitely delicate each nerve, 
So subject to destruction and to pain, 

D 2 



S6 ntottk 

That die miiiuteft particle ohscUrt, 
Almoat invinble to diat it meets. 
Obstructs its powers, and o'er the visoal ray 
RoUs a huge mass of agonizing shade ! 
$uch are the horrors, such the pangs acute, 
That shroud the darkened eye, whose mortal sense, 
Cons^'d to one unbless'd and mournful nig^t, 
Can by eternal day alone be cur^d! 
Where die dim diade shall vanish from its beams^ 
And, bathing in a sea of endless li^t, 
The renovated orb, awoke from deadi. 
Shall snatch its rays from immortality* 
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HAiaOy Solitude serene ! thou nurse of lliou^t ! 
To whom the weaiy mind retires^ to taste 
The blissful hour of exquisite repose ! 
Thou^ who delight'st to dwell in shaggy woods, 
Whose vari^ated foliage hangs its shade 
O'er the rude margin of the mountain's brow ; 
Or, mterwoven, down its sloping side. 
Spreads the dim horrors of a mid-day night ! 

« 

Hail, pensive Solitude ! whose footsteps stray 
Along the pebbly borders of the main. 
When from the eastern clouds the Sun darts forth, 
Jiftbg his glorious canopy of fire 
Above the pale horizon, spreading round 
A living world of undulating light ! 
Or seek the cool and unfrequented bow'r. 
The bushy dell, or the dew-spfuigled grot. 
When the fierce Lord of Noon, with flamii^ eye, 
Rolls furious o'er the sapphire floor of h^av'n ; 
O downward shoots his shafit of glitfring iir^, 
IJjpon the sultry heath and thirsty mead. 
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To drink the lingering tears of Mom, that shine 
On the young violet's aromatic breast : 
Or, when, with humid hand, her purple robe 
Meek Twilight draws across the mountain's brow, 
Veilii^ its golden crest, in dusky shade 
Of cold, oblivious gloom, thou lov'st to sit. 
And watch the lamp of night, ethereal borne. 
Glide o'er the cavem'd cliff, whose torrents roar 
Do^ its stupendous, sides, and foam to reach . < 
The desolated valley, lost below ! 

Then, Solitude, 'tis diine m ev'ry gale 
To hear celestial breathings ; from each hill 
To quaff the balmy essence of the breeze ; 
To mark, in every magic change of scene, ^ 
The grand diversity of Nature's laws. 
Yet find in all the ever present God ! 
Whose poVr, sublime, with equal wonder moves 
In the/i^mall fbwret burstii^ from the earth. 
As in the sphere-crown'd eagle's tow'ring wii^ ! 

Then wilt thou trace, with Fancy's tearful eye, 
The once delicioiis scene ; thie rural cot ; 
The village house of pra/r ; the sun^bumt hind ; 
The lowly difldrenof die rushy roof; 
The flpcks; the herds ; and all4he gold^ pride 
Of glowing Autuw) whelm'd beneath the flood. 
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O sacred Solitude ! amidst thy scenes 
Of rapture uifi]iite> thy ills are these : 
The ruthless cataract.; the midiiight blast;. 
The death'wiug'd jlsempefitt; and the wkb'ring b<dt 
Of Heav^p-aveogii^ wra& ! Nor art thou only 
Destind to. endure, in solitary shades^ 
The sad diversity of direful woe ! 
The sweefHQg hurricane, the stormy, hour. 
The fatal Ijghjmngft^ and the-M^helming flood. 
Are but ihe emblems of disastrous life i 

• ■ . • 

Thep let me4:ourt thee in thy gentlest form; 
In lonely grottos^, and in verdsmt glens, . . 
Where the slow brook runs babbling from its source. 
And perfumed zephyrs fan the f^^d ray ! 
Where Meditation, like an Hermit pure. 
With bosom taught by mild philanthropy. 
In silence mourns the miseries of Man ! 
Creation's Lo|rd ! who, placM amidst the gems. 
The luxuries of Nature's vast domain. 
Still pants for jmore.; and, still impatient, grasps 
The glittering vision of delusive Joys^ 
The gaudy pliaitfoms of a transient day^ 
The breath oi .popularity, that turns 
Inconstant as the wind; the flatterer's smile ; 
The wreath of Fame, imbued with human gore ; 
And, worst; of all — O agonizing thought! 
The paltry boast of treasure, wrung, alas. 
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From the torn bosom of the hapless shive. 
The ¥^retched offspring of a fiercer Sun ! 
For these, he wields the desolating sword ; 
Quits the dear mansion of domestic peace ; 
The lov'd companions of his native home ; 
The social comforts, and the calm delists. 
That thronging round the blazii^ heardi, bq[uile 
The tardy winter^s night : for these he dares 
The pois'nous vapours of infected climes. 
The torrid ray, or the p^nicious blasts 
Of petrifying Lapland's cheerless skies ! 
For these he wanders hr^ o'er unknown seas. 
To tame the tribes barbarian, or explore 
The sad variety of human woes. 
Oh ! blind, misguided, and mistaken Man ! 
To leave the garden of luxurious sweets, 
And wander 'midst a desert, fraught with tlK»ns. 

Ah ! let me, in some shelter'd valley, own 
A cottage, lowly, but secure frt>m harm ; 
From the rude riotcjr, or caitiff wretch, 
Who, pi[;owlii^ by the twinkling starry light. 
Assails the houseless traveller, and bares 
Against his beating breast the murd'rous knife. 
From such as these secure, let sweet repose 
Strew on my pillow rude the buds of Spring, 
^fhd opening treasures of the infant year ! 
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There, let oblivious slumbers lull my mindy 
And harmonize the quickly throbbing pulse. 
That, throi^h the creeping hour of day, endur'd 
The various thrills of ecstasy and woe. 
And you, ye airy phantoms of the brain, 
Ye forms fantastical, or fraught with fear, 
Oh ! fly the blest abode of gentle peace; . 
Nor with your agooking spelb assaU 
The weary senses, wrapp'd in balmy sleep ! 
And when the Lark, the harbinger of day^ 
Sweeps the blue ether with exulting wing. 
And welcomes her approach with shrilly song, 
With thee Til quaff the ever-winding rill. 
And feast upon the luxuries that rise 
From the warm bosom of the teeming earth! 
While Health, the blooming handmaid of Repos^ 
Shall smile upon my board, and give a zest 
To the rich banquet of content and joy. 
There the faint wanderer shall be my guest. 
With modest mien, and converse undefiFd ; 
Unvamish'd emblems of the spotless soul! 
And tiiere, the legendary tale shall claim 
The midnight hour serene ; while the pale lamp 
Shall feebly gleam upon the frugal board : 
Yet, not to these confin'd ; the loftier theme, 
The wing'd idea, and the soothing strain 
Of Heav'n-descended song, shall charm the sod^ 
And give to ev*ry nerve a keener sense 1 
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Hiere, sball the hoaiy sage. Philosophy, 

Unfold his sacred lore ; while Wisdom's son 

« 

Shall, smiUi^, smooth the rigid brow austere. 
And mii^le in the scene of humbler Uiss ! 

Then, welcome Solitude ! The sjdiere is tfaine^ 
That gives the purest passions ample scope ! 
That bids the soul beam with exterior grace 
Of light, reflected from the source within ! 
And when its essence shall eviq[K>rate, 
Fann'd by the desolating wii^ of time ; 
When this dull scene of tranntory life. 
And all its sorrows, all its joys are o'er; 
One sparkling atom, from its prison day, 
ShalUoar, to mingle with its native Heav'o* 
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THE 

PROGRESS OF MELANCHOLY, 

A FRAGMENT. 

O ! Melancholy! parent of Despair, 

Whose pitying powV, vvhose poison fell 

Creeps thro' the sickening brain, the pallid cheek, 

The languid downcast eye, the listless frame, 

The deso]ai!n^ toil of ceaseless thought, 

Proclaim- thy dark and fateful hour kt hand ! 

Absorb'd amidst surrounding revelry, 

Thy child, O! ruthless Melancholy! steals;^ 

Unheeding the loud laugh, the ti^anton jest, 

The sigh mysterious, or the whisper low 

Of shrewd, sharp-sighted, prying observation. 

Nor magic charm, nor herb medicinal. 

Nor all the treasured lore of studious skill. 

Can draw thy victim from the numbing spell 

That fescinates and chains her yielding soul ! 

Seldom she speaks : if questioned, she returns 
The answer incoherent and unapt, 
Mark'd by the frequent pause and vacant eye. 
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Sometimes she weqps ; bat miture's n^gard hand 
Denies the copious show'r, sweet bahny fomit^ 
That coob and vivifies the burning brain ! 
And now she starts ! and now*and-then, by fits. 
She looks aghast, trembles, and deeply sighs; 
Then sinks into die torpid dream again. 

She loathes the blooms of spring ; the glowing hour 
Of feast and minstrelsy, and playful mirth ! 
Her mind, each active faculty possessed. 
Resins itself to ever^musing woe ; 
For her no orient beam adorns the slcy | 
No balmy wing ethareal through the shade 
Flings the refreshing breese ; no limpid brook 
Sparkles with nooa-tide rays, reflated back 
With ten-fold lustre from its glassy breast! 
The change of season, and the varying hour. 
Serve to make up th^ dull account of time. 
But bring no interval of gleanpi^ joy ! 
Or, if her sense can aught discrimimite, 
She ponders on the miseries of life ; 
The barren mountain, where the tottering hi|t 
Rocks as the whirlwind sweeps its mshy roof. 
And hurls it fathoms down the cra^;y steep I 
The chamber, where the paly quiv'ring lanip 
Shews the worn suff 'rer on the bed of death ! 
For her the woodland nightingale attu];ies ^ 
His song nocturnal, unregarded — lost ! 
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The sad, the sympadietic^ plamthre strain^ 
O'er the dull ear of sorrow passes fainty 
If not unheeded ; or, if feeling wakes, 
HecalFd by'meinoiy to long past woe, 
Keflection glances o'er the page of time, 
And marks its process with a siloit tear ! 

Pale Melancholy shuns the rural haunt, 
Wher^ peade, and joy, and revelry preside ! 
Bliss-breadiii^ Health, that welcomes young desire. 
Led on by smilii^ hope and bloomiog love. 
Starts from her vidth'ring form, and steals away ;[ 
While apathy, with petrifying hand. 
Spreads a dim shadow o'er each faded charm. 

The twili^t gloom amidst embow'rii^ woods 
She courts, and bending o'er some wizard stream 
That winds -amoi^ the ever-mould'ring heaps, 
Strew'd by the touch of time from antique tow'rs 
And arehes fietted with fantastic forms. 
She fats, the pen^e genius of die scene ! 
Around her cell attentive stillness re^ns ; 
The breezes sleep ; and o'er its pebbly bed 
The shallow river bends its silent way ; 
Death seems to triumph o'er the breathing work^ 
Save where the bat from the dark ruin flits. 
Cleaving the n^ht-mist with his dusky wing. 
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Nor there alone presides the moamfid maid ^ 
She loves to stray, and ponder as she strays. 
Along the dreaiy monumental pile ; 
Where, from the Gothic roof, ivith ivy bound, 
The whistling wind descends, and through die aisle 
Sweeps the long hoarded dust for ages heap'd 
On the vain records of th' unconscious dead ! 

Oft, when the wintry moon o'ertops>tbe hills. 
In circling vapour wrapp'd, die wanders forth 
0*er the bleak heath ; list'ning the rising gale. 
Or distant village bell, whose sound, once told, 
Proclaims the witching hour. Then Fancy comes ; 
But in her train no lovely forms appear, 
No blithesome groups, thridding the roseate wreath, 
Or tripping in fantastic measures by ; 
No Sylvan pipe, no rude, yet dulcet note ' 

Of mountain minstrelsy delights her ear ; 
But the shrill menace of the freezing blast, 
(Tbron'd on whose black and desolatii^ wing 
Disease and death hurl the destructive shaft) 
Howls o'er her breast. Still dauntless, she proceeds ; 
The drizzly dew, the skalp and nipping gale> 
Pass o'er her cheek unheeded. All alone 
She contemplates die solitary scene, 
While horror, madd'ning, conjures up an host 
Of spectres gaunt ; of chiefs, whose mouldVing bone$ 
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Have dept beneath the greennsod where ^y fdl^ 
Till village legends scarcely say — they died ! 
Now from their priscm-graves again they 8tart> 
Hurlii^ die airy jav'lin on the foe; 
And now they rush, in mighty l^ions, on ; 
Now from the length'ning columns fiercely brave ; 
And now the broken ranks disordered fly, 
Pale as the silvery beam that marks their course ; 
And now the breathless heaps bestrew the plain, 
While on their mangled limbs the batter'd shiisld 
Gleams horrible; as through thq ind^ited steel 
The life-stream gushes from die recent.wound ! 
The groan of <feath fills up the dreadfiil pause ; 
Sad, and mpre.sad> it echoes o'er the scene. 
Till, oft repeated, the deep murmur dies! 
The cherish'd poison, now more potent grown. 
Riots o*er all the faculties at will ; 
Strong in conceit, with fascination fraught, 
I^unfiilly pleasing*. As die fever bums 
The consciouffliess of mjisery recedes ; 
Till, fill'd with horror, reason's barrier fails. 
And frenzy triiunphs o'er die infected brain ! 

Now the wan maniac hurries to die bourn 
Whose sandy base the frequent surges lave ; 
Dishevelled ! vtrild ! and fearless of the storm ! 
There, o'er the dreadful summit she inclines. 
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While darkness wraps the liquid woild below : 
She listens^ with attention mute, to catch 
The mournful murmurs of the dbtant main ; 
The tempest wakes; the rous'd and angry waves 
Rise in the mighty elemental strife, 
Urg'd by the howling bhst, whose forc^iil breath 

Repek them, foaming, to their native deep. 
Amidst die din terrific, the doomed bark 
Strikes on die rocky shore. The wretched crew 
Fill the dread chorus with the groans of death, 
Till the tir'd winds moan o'er die shattered wreck. 
That sinks amidst the fathomless abyss ! 

Rous'd from her dream, paleMsLANCHOLYstart^f 
Shrieks louder than the blast ! but shrieks unheard ; 
Then plunges headlong from the dizzy steep. 
And, in the bosom of despair, expires ! 

Now the faint dawn gleams o'er die eastern cliff p 
The smooth sea brightens with the comii^ ray, 
And not a vestige of the storm is seen ! 
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CAVERN OF WOE. 



As Reason, fiureit daughter of the dues^ 
Explpr'd the vale, where mortal mis'iy lies; 
Led on by sortitudb, with eye serene, 
She mark'd each object of the varying scene ; 
In eveiy maze of busy lifb she found 
Some hidden snare, some agonizing WOUND ; 
For each her hand displa/d a precious balm. 
Whose pow'r divine the tortured soul could calm ; 
Till midway,^ on a rock of dreadful height. 
The Cave of cureless woe assail'd her wondering 
sight! 

On the bleak threshold, withering and forlorn. 
Heart-wounded Melancholy sat redin'd! 

The rude blast scatteFd her dishevell'd hair ; 
Roufid her cold brow the deadfy niohtshabr 

twin'd! 
. Near, on a cmggj point, stood wild despair, 
Whose pai^ suinreme all lesser miseries scom ! 

VOL. I* E 5 



50 THB CATEftN OP WOB. 

And as die gaunt tormentor^ smilingy viewed 
The pensive child of Sorrow^ 80ul-«ubdu d ; 
With taunting nuen, she beckoned firom below 
Thefierce, relentless BAifDS of desolating woe! 

First, swift us Ughtning np the flinty steep 
Impatience flew, barefooted, out of breath; 

Scorning the perils of the dreadful sweep ; 
Heedless of wounding thorns, and threat*nii^ 
Death. 
Eager to rush Anft foremost of the train. 
She feaS'ii not danger, and she PELT-not paio: 
•IVi&ibngiii^'eye she viewed the tow'ru^- height; 
Prom PC ak to pe Ak> ^mckcUmbi^M^thfdeligfat, 
- She'p'ASs'n the FATAlCAVE;^etitiirhinl^short, 
Fell H^dlot^from the rock, of^y^rY piekd the 
-sport! 

' '^en HORROR' darted forth> in ^itd -tm^ac I 
Her hair erect, with poisonous hemlock bound; 
Her straining eye-balls flashing fires around, 
-^iVKile-N AWRfe trefnbled^^ het potent gaze ! 
Swift t& theJ 'dizi^ 'preciijlce 'sKe 4lcl w^, 
« A's> ^minj^^tfi knpeftiditiirc^be'^l^ 
'Her gi^iit i^Mft-ai^iiidsl^the^^ 
When, from an ivy'dnook obscure, pale fear 
--Pe^p'^'ifd^^iroWK^ 
" iXMt iilcit-th^ po^r of fiiJATH THV miseries will 
subdue !" 
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llien Ho>it:R6E bentlieT blbod'*sbot'eyc8:{>erow, 
Where, by a gconp of demo n 9 eompft^s'd round, 
Ijay suioiDB ACCUHs'p! from mftoyawound 

On his bare bosom did life*^ foimtaioF flow4 
Now SHAME, with cheeks by bwtUQgbiiishesfir'd, 
And sfcnlking Co WAKBicls^ in haste retir*d ! 
While coNsciBN ce pkuc'd beneath his fev'rishhead 
A pillow dire, with thorns and nettles spread; 
And GUILT, with all the scorpions of her train, 
Oped to his £Euntii^ eyes eternity. 07. Pau« ! 

Then luxury apjnroadi'd on couch of down! 
J>rawn by her o&priog, pqLLY and:J]i«BA5E, 
Fkish*d PLBA8URfi'de<^^)her with roseate 
crown, 
: And bow'd OBBDtBNCBy evar prone to Jiletlse, 
, Waiting her nod ! languid she seemed, and pale, 
Besdess^ fuod sated with voluptuous fare; 
Be^de her pillow, hung with trapfHH^ rare, 
Stood trembling palsy, ready to assail ; 
And wiidiii^ agony, and slow dbgay, . 
And faood-midoed vicb? abhorr'd; that abuAi'd the 

BYE OE bAY.. 

\ Next, with aiSoloAm^ sIqw^ and< feeble >]>ace, 
Came silent MViiRfry,: i^rtatter*dive^] . : 
, The frequent tears^/^that g^istei^'d'Oi^ h£9! breast, 
}iad'li»tt^jdiaiiiiek:dQWa her laaa^ej j|ce ! 

E 2 
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A rabble crew of idiots dinned her ear : 

WhOe mean bbproach came smiling in the rear. 

With firm, yet modest look, she pass'd aloi^ ; 

Nor sought relief, nor mark'd the taunting tfaroi^ ; 

While her wrung heart, still scorning to complain, 

SiTPPBBss'd die rendii^ groan, and throbbed with 

PROUD DISDAIX. 

Close at her heels, insidious envy crept ; 
The IMP, deform'd and horrible in shape, 

Mock'd, when the slow-consuming victim wept. 
Pointing, and grinning, like a widier'd ape : 
About her throat, die asp detbaction clung, 
Scattering destructive poisons from her ton^e ! 
She wav*d a blasted laurel o'er her bead, 
Stbl'tt from the sacbed ashes of the dead ; 
Inly she pin'd ; while in her panting breast. 
Shrunk ignobancb struck its fru^, to banish 

GBNTLE best. 

In a lone comer, almost hid in shade, 
Widi downcast eye, sat umbequited love! 

As from their hollow cell the dow tears stray'd, 
A willow garland for his brow he wove ! 

Low at his feet, bare Madness laid hb head, 
Rattlii^ his chains, upon his flmty bed ! 
Rdus'd from his stupor by the clanking sound, 
'the pensive youth gaz'd fearfully around ; 
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And woml'iii^ to behold such mis'ry near, 
Forgot his mournful wreath, and dropp'd a pi- 
tying TEAR. 

Now, lab'ring up the flinty winding road, 
Laden with treasure, bending^to the ground, 

Appear'd lean avarice ! the pond'rous load 
Seem'd his weak shoulders every step to wound : 
One diread-bare garb hun§ on his aged form ; 
Scant covering from the bleak and wintry storm ! 
Before him famine went, a thing dEcay'd; 
And dark suspicion, grasping at a shade! 
. While FRAUD, low crawling, mock'd the rep- 
tile's art, 
Pilfer'd the scatterd gold, and wrung the 
miser's heart! 

Next came deceit, with smoodi and iawnii^ 
tongue, 
Gl02ing with praises every thing debas'd ; 

To shield her breast, a flattering mirror hung ; 
A TINSEL zone shone dazzlii^ round her waist! 

Her HAND, concealed beneath her flimsy vest, 
Clasp'd a ke«i dagger, ready to destroy ; 

Content she seem'd, though, in her cunning 
breast, 
Her coward soul shrunk from the touch of joy ; 
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HtT IramUe voice die lisfniqg ear bc^gjiffd^ 
While, with infenial aet, she mvrdbb'd m bbm 
8Mil'i>. 

Now tfarough the catbrn ruih*d with iron luoid 
Oppression insolent ! his arm be raised. 

Waving his spear, with absolute commaod. 
While ev*ry subject fiend retired, amaz'^ ! 

At awful distance, trembling, prostrate round. 

The SOBS of pining slav'by kiss*d the ground ; 
Tilly darting forward, o'er die abject crowd, 
Widi voice 'exultii^, menacing, and loud. 

Insatiate vengeance snatchM the up-rais'd 
lance. 
While bold oppREssroN*s a'bm vei.l neevei^ess 

AT his glance. 

Next Pbide came forward, gorgeously array'd^ 
His brow a starry wreath of gems compressed; 

In hisi right hand a sceptbe he display'd ; 
A robe of ccwdy ermine wrapped his br^wt! 
Bnthron*d,' sublime, above die wond^rk^g raee, 
Immortai beauties seem'd to decic his face ! 
His eye assnim'nli pre-eminence of sway ; 
He re%n'd the gilded iboloJP the day; 
Till DEATH, HIS dread supremacy to shew, 
Struck at the vaunting wretdi, ani>laid his scep- 
tre LOW, 
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Now, rattling o'er the teeming plains Bhx, 
Came glitt'ring wealth, in his resplendent carl 
His rapid course swift-footed Toil pursu'd 
With sinewy limbs, and brown sun-freckled breast; 

The lord of luxury his vassal viewed, 
And, smiling, lifted high his haughty crest ! 
But, when neglected toil at length retir'd, 
The short-liv'd glories of his brow expir'd; 
Around his eager eyes he roll'd in vain ; 
Ingratitude appeared, and claimed heb tubn 

. TO BEIGN ! 

At her approach, the fatal cavebn rune; 
Loud shout» of horror rei^ the traidteet stone ! 

All i:«£sseb Fiends theirheadsinsorrowhung; 

Omnipotent in ill, she grasp'd the infbb- 

NAL throne! 

Then bj&as9n mark'dher blest as809iat£47; 

^And shudd'riiig at the s^cpNE, bo^-sou,ght hbr n a* 

TIYE BK^Y I . - 
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MONODY 



TO T» MIUOET or MAtlE ANTOINETTE, QUEEN Of 

raANCE, 

WriHm tm w frfirt efy ^fter her exeatHm^, 



WH£N| the dread scene of deadi and horror o'er, 
Beason's calm eye timb's tablet shall explore ; 
When the dark demons of destructive ire 
No more shall see devoted hosts expire ; 
When, o'er the desolated clime, the wise 
Shall bid, too late, the sacred olive rbe! — 
Then JUSTICE shall the dreaiy spot illume 
Where pitt lingers on the m ahtyr's tomb ; 
And, scatt'ring Sorrow's incense, sighing, say — 
''Thy FAME, ILLUSTRIOUS 80UL ! shall ne'eb 

PECAT !" 
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Oh ! then, \vhen wand'ring on some distant shore, 
Musing o'er scenes of bliss he tastes no more ! 
The HOLY EXILE shaQ, widi up-rais*d eyes, 
Implore, for thee, the raptures of the skies! 
Though sad, forlorn, a stranger to repose, 
Celestial Faith shall mitigate hb woes ! 
And PATIENCE, smiling from her sphery throne, 
Shall bid his throbbing heart some solace own ! 
Yet, as the pious sufferer bends hb way, 
Gheer'd by ihe prospects of eternal day. 
Oft shall he pour bis orisons divine, 
Forget his pangs, and only weep foe thine! 

The PILGRIM who, with tearful eye, shall view 
The moon's wan lustre on the midnight dew, 
4^s through the lonesome labyrinth he strays, 
Sooth'd by her lamp, and guided by its rays. 
Shall ojQfer up to heaven an humble pray'r, 
(For contrite sighs are ever welcome there !) 
That, in seraphic realms, thy soul may know 
That bliss, inhuman rage denied below ! 

Ah ! who can trace, nor feel a pang severe. 
The dawn of joy that usher'd thy career ! 
When, round thy youthful form, divinely gay. 
Ecstatic rapture wing'd the hours away ? 
When, from the perfum'd couch of soft repose, 
More lustrous than the Morn, thy beauty 
rose! 
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Wb^ Bjl was [deasurey adoration,. eaae ; 
For pow'r was temper'dby'the^wi^H to PLSASEtf 
Where ajl arotitid thee diarmVl diecla29E|i^.i;iew9 
For ev!Br sjUepdid, yet fpr ever new; 
' Adora*d with. gems to Gai^li^a's sons mfKNpwjN, 
Domestic Virtues, gUtt'rkg rpiip4'!Ae •'niv^<W^- 

Who can reflect, nor drop the tendere^t; tear . 
On the dread progress of thy fyte severe ! 
HurFd from the IiOPtiest height of human ^BUSSf 
To the worst horrors of Dss^PAlR'&.^ys^.i 
To bear th' insulting cruelty of those 
Who, from thy subjects, to thy tyrants rose! 
Tore thy pale darlings from thy panting breast, " 
And made maternal woes the rftbUe's jest; 
The bonds of wedded virtue rent in twain; 
And Truth s wUte bosom stiunpt withialsfehood^sstaiu! 
Denied the decent aid of female hands ! 
No kind domestics wait thy meek commands ! 
On a straw pallet, in a dungeon )aid-^ 
By ALL suspected, and by all betray'dl 
Yet, midst the tortures of the direfiil plan, 
Whichthrills with HORROR throi:^hthebreastof Man, 
Not all the rage of Hell's abhorr'd decree 
Could force one supplicating tear from thbe- 

As the rich flow*R£t on the mountain's side 
Unfolds its charms, and blooms with bannless prid^ ^ 



Raifi'd.lmidstdie doudS|. to combat, ev'ry blast; 
Too HiQH lor shelter, aod too fair to last ! 
Awhifey cottt^ndmg.with the varying ^phc^es; 
Now Uii^^ii^'baaiitos ! now adorn'd with tears ! 
Still bkave^-thejiudnday »fnj jhis phiUing night| 
Sweet to the sense ! aod lovely to the sight ; 
Nor heeds the torrent, rising o'er its bound ; 
Or the dark skies, in tempests gathering round ; 
Till ftom the flinty steep the waters flow^ 
Pouring destruction o'er the vale below ; 
And sweeping, with, their desolating pow'rs, 
The tow'ring. cedars imd o erhanging bow'rs ! 
'From rock to rock the frothy columns bound, 
J^eafning calm Nature with the foteful sound ; 
Till, by no barrier in its course cont'd, 
It whekns the plain, and leaves np trace behind ! 
No waving forest to adprn the scene ; 
No Hul* to tell what once. the spot had bbsn ; 
No sweet diversity enchants the eye ; 
One Uquid space reflets the low'ring sky ! 
While on its troubled surface, spreading wide, 
Float the torn fragments of the mountain's pride I 
Till 4i'll,. celestial t^unty gave, defac'd. 
One dreadful Chaos triumphs o'er the waste!— 

Such is thy lot, O Gallia ! such the bags 
That blurs, widi crimson spots, (air Natube's i^igei 
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That \eaps the bounds of Reason, and destroys 
The law's strong barrier, and the subject's joys ! 
That roots up all the sacred rights of Truth ! 
The claims of Age, the energies of Youth! 
Bids Commerce tremble, Justice hide her scale, 
Contention revel, and Revenge prevail! 
Religion' perish in the guilty mind. 
And Devastation riot unconfin'd ! 
While ALL are rulers — all, alas! are slaves! 
Each dreads his fellow, each his fellow braves ! 
While in one horrid mass all miseries blend ; 
Each shuns hb BROTHER, andeach fears his FRIEND ! 
The So N, witli blood-stain*dfaulchion, strikes the Sire ! 
The Parent smiles, to see the son expire ! 
Against his Lord, the Vassal wh^lds his spear ! ~ 
The vaunting Atheist mocks the Vestal's tear! 
Th^ lawless Idiot lifts his ruthless arm. 
To tear from Science every graceful charm ! 
While Genius from the madd'ning tumult flies. 
Weeps o*er her with'ring bays, and seeks the 
skies! 

Far o*er the Globe, from all his kindred driven, 
Behold the sacred Minister of Heav'n ! 
The Pious pastor, wand'ring o'er the earth, 
Of MIND enlighten'd, and of noblest buih! , 
With whose proud race the proudest virtues came^ 
To prove their rank their secondary claim ; 
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*Who, 'midst the duties of religious life, 
Slmink from the clamours of domestic strife. 
What is his lot ? — ^To weep in some lone bowV, 
And count hew sorrows with each passing hour ; 
To view the radiant mobn, with aching eyes. 
O'er the far distant promontory rise ; 
'Diflusing bliss o'er Nature's children gay^ 
Who laii^h and labour through the peaceful day I 
Who fear no ruthless hand to check their joy, 
No mandate dire, existence to destroy! 
Who, blest with conscious innocence, can smile, 
Unstain'd with blood, and unreproach'd with guile ; 
All the long day the task of toil endure, 
Conteiited, simple, peaceful, and secure ! 
To SEE the INFANTS, like fair branches, rise, 
The cherished o£Sipridg of serenest skies ; 
While the rough Parent, like the Oak, shall last. 
To nurse their tender beauties midst the blast ; 
Till, nourished to perfection, they aspire .^ 
To match the sturdy virtues of their Sire ! 
Turn to thesEAUTEous Martyr! AusTRiA'spride! 
Epitome of a ll — to worth allied ! 
Mark, in her altered and distracted mien. 
The fatal ensigns of &e pangs within ! 
See those fur tresses on her shoulders flow 
Iilsilv*ry waves, that mock the Alpine snow ! . 
Where are their waving braids of glossy gold^ 
That crowned her brow, in many a silky fold i 
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Thatbrowy m> withered by Afflictions fokM } 
So stainpt with age, before her PRfiiB waat jMnt ! 
Where are the graces of that 'witching fomi i - 
Tom from their home, and acatter'd to tfae.Blocm ! 
Tliose eyes! like sapphire gens weto wont to shiac; 
Bright beaming samples of ikm NATtTC ikiNE ! 
What are thet Now?clo6*dbtb6sleepof iieatii!^ 
Tlieir blaze extmgifish'd bj-RBBELLioNVllreathl 
Yet, as the tempest thFoaten'd thetf abodc^ 
A stream celestiai AxMkt their tadiaiKe flow'd I 
like'Settbg stars, they left their' hwaidspheves^ 
And their Uut fainting luMire^&uafd through ^tbaes I 

Oh! IhAV^sidenher, like&scx, subliose! 
Difiiisfaig gloTf <m the wii^ of Time ! 
And, as revoh^ng 9ei&cfm ownins Aght, 
Markini^eacb briHiant miaUtt^diDEiriOHT.! 
Yet n^l to pleasure only was she prone ; 
She made th^'mk'ries of tfa^ poor her own ! 
No osteiitaliofr lessened pity« ttie^^^ 
'Unseen she oAVfe! tod ^i&e^ce Mai'd^ t>BBDf 
She soi^ht no platiditS'fromoifoseliiiious prkte!- 
She paid hi&%S!^lp — ^for Katvre was her guide! 
For coNscio'vs rapture, to die tottering shed 
Oft would' she fly, td^ bless theittouHibP^s^ bed; ' 
There, befidkig^W the aged ^idoii^'s'form, '■ 

WiUi smfl^celeEBtial, dbase tbe'wtntry storm; 
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Heal the stiifig bosom iivith compassion's tear ]i 
Pbttr foalmy counsel in the startled ear ! 
Fan, with her «ighs, the fever of the brain ; 
And, by partaking, lessen ev'ry p.ain ! 

SHUNN'Bbethe Fiend, whojittthesedreadfiAtimcSi 
Would brand her mem'ry with infernal crimes; 
Shunn'd be the monster, who, with recreant «rt, 
Beyond the grave, would hurl Detraction's dart! 
With sacrilegious hands, relentless tear 
The blood>steep'd laurel, nen^ly planted there ! 
For, though iiisulted, massacred, deiam'd, 
The LA^unfiSL, still, her peerless virtues ddiia'd! 
While, round the rugged sod> dread silence reigns, 
Tlie chehib,- Truth, obliterates ks* stains. 
Then let the Muse her weary sorrows trace, 
And Candour blot the records <^ DisoitA^E ! 
Nursed in the cradle of Imperial State, 
Her in&nt dreams proclaina'd a.milder fate ! 
Enchanting^ visions soothed her op'ning liiilid ; 
'Though youngs enKghteil'd; and though gay, refin*d ! 
Succeedmg years rolled on ; and} as she gfew. 
Each fleeting hour presented raptures new! 
Fresh as the breeze that fans the breast of Mat, 
She scatler'd'perfi]nes'Oii-&^ face of. day! 
Pride-of her jroyal line, -in youdiV soft graee, 
Sbe.bloom'd, the loveliest blossom of ber^^e! 
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Transplanted from the bow'r of sweet repose. 
With Gallia's Lilies blending Austria's Rose; 
Form'd to adorn a cottage or a Uirone ; 
For all that sooth'd the senses was her own ! 
A stranger, from her native land, she came ; 
Her dowr^ Beauty, and her passport Fame ! 
Too young to play the subtle couitier's part, 
She cbarm'd all eyes, and gladden'd ev'ry heart! 
Too innocent, deceptive wiles to plan ! 
(Her powV acknowledg'd, ere her reign began,) 
So exquisitely fair, so mildly gay. 
She made the wisest converts to her s^'ay ! 
To rule, she sought not ; for obedience hung 
On the soft accents of her tuneful tongue. 
Her smile could guide the stubborn heart, or move 
The soul of Apathy to thrills of Love ! 
Each playful action spoke the fire of youth ; 
Her blush was innocence ! her voice was truth ! 
She trod the flow'ry paths of bliss supreme ; 
Delight her guide, and gratitude her theme ! 
nil, 'midst its sweets, the serpent, Envy, grew> 
Hating her charms, and skk'ning at their view ! 
Pre-eminent she shone ! — Each lesser light 
Shrunk from her radiance, in the glooms of night : 
Yet, like malignant stars, with potent pow'r, 
Flam*d the fierce demons of the vengeful hour; 
And 'scatter'd 'midst the storm their Jl>orrow*d,niys9 
Toprovethe Sun was set diat bid them bi;a?e! 



r 
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Fint, low complaidng »unna» echo'd n»nd; 
While pleas'd Contention caught the sullen soupd; 
Then while the n&tschief ooigur'd up despair, 
£ach thought his wrongs too infinite to bear: 
Too rash to follow Reason's sober plan, 
They marr'd the riaiuMPH they had scarce' ii^egak \ 
Now, mark the howling tempest for ahd.wid^ ! 
Mark, oh the Winds infuriate spirits ride ! 
O'er the proud fabric and the painted dome, 
Long-threat'nihg shadows spread impervious gloom ; 
Death stalks, unmask'd, beside the scepter'd hand. 
While round die regal chair dark demons stand ; 
With cries of murder, noW the Palace shakes', 
And all is ruin, ere beflection writes;^ 
Where (be rich banquet met the dazzled eye,' 
A thousand sheathless poniards glitt'ring lie; 
While the loud cannons roar destruction round. 
Triumphant Mischief smiles at ev'iy sound ; 
And Malice pilfers all the sweets of rest. 
And plants the THORN of woe in beauty's bb^ast. 

For crimes long PAdT/ when erst Oppression's 
hand 
Drove weeping Fbeebom from. the QAntitlmi; 
Wben TRtTTH fled, trembling, and subdu'dwilfa fears; 
And GODLIKE ViBTUE only^oue int^trs; 
For woes long past, insatiate Ir^ decreied. 
The JUST should fall ; the guiltless heart should bleed ! 

VOL. I. F 
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That heabt which shuddered at recorded crimes 
Stampt on the tablet of diaastroua times ! 
Which shnmky aghast, at ev'ry dreadful view 
Tliat shewed past ceDturieSy blackening as they flew ! 
When recreant satbllitbs exulting shone, 
Their light a meteor, and their sphere the throne! 
Was it for those the last illustrious race 
WashM, widi their bloody the page of dire disgrace ! 
Was it for thosb an alien's heart was torn 
With taunting Insult's agonizing thorn ! 
While low she bow'd, in witfa'ring graces drest, 
Tbuth in her e^, and Valoub in her breast! 
Was it for those ilUfated Louis fell, - 
'Midst the vile clamours of the rabble's yell I 
Forced from his shrieking ii^mts I and deni'd 
A parent's comfort, and a parent's pride ! 
Dra^'d to the iatal agonizing goal ; 
His only crime — the meekness of his soul! 
For, ah ! while mem'ry ponders o'er the page 
That marks the regal line from age to age, 
Distracted Gallia! thou shalt neveb see 
So, rave a Scion from so frul a tree ! 

Mikrk 4he last scene of his disastrous state. 
When patient Vibtue brav'd the lance of Fate ! 
When, on the scaffold, 4:riinson'd o*er with blood, 
The Monarch ! Husband ! Parent ! Martyr ! stood 
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Amidst his subjects, now his foes severe ; 
No pitying friend his parting sigh to hear ! 
E'en then, high tow'rii^ o'er all human woes. 
Above HiMfSELF the smiling victim rose ! 
Andy' braving human sorrow's vengeful rod, 
Breath'd his LAST pray Vy and gave hi? soul to Gqi^f! 

Thus the proud eagle, whose strong pinions spar. 
With dauntless eye day's sovereign to explore, 
Sees all around transcendent glory blaze ^ 
The WORLD beneath, an atom to his gaze! 
Yet through the airy regions grandly flies. 
And drinks the viewless nectar of the skies : 
In the bland space he wields his lordly flight. 
And riots in the plenitude of light ! 
Till thick'ning vapours choke the fqst'ring stream, 
Veil the faint stars, and shroud the orient beaoi! 
Swift to the world beneath his pinions sail, 
Where the tall clifi^ hangs low'ring o'er the vale ; 
Where, rock'd upon the forest's wa<^iiigcrei|tV 
He left his offspring in their mother's breast. 
Thebe, too, he finds the ruthless t6m^st's pow'r,, 
The blue-wing'd lightning, and the whelmipg shw'r ! 
There, the shrill blast the rifted Pr??E lays, low, 
While down the rocks the minglii^ cataracts flow ; 
His darling mate, his little unfledg'd brooi^, 
Dash'd on the foamy bosom of the flood ! 

Fe 
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Loud thimden mock th' aerial Sov'sEtON's cries. 
Till, 'mkbt the dreadful din, he soars, and dies I 

Now, ere the Muse her mournful task resigns. 
And the hst Ctpbess garland fondly twines; 
Ere the faint emblems of her grief sincere 
Shall fade beneath Reflection's frequent tear ; — 
She turns, with curious eye, the woes to trace, 
Heap'd on the BREA'THrNO Sufferers of thy race; 
Who, daily pining in a- dui^eon's gloom. 
Anticipate the silence of dife tomb ! 
Who) all die live-long day, unseen; alone. 
Pour the deep cadence of the torturing groan; 
Start, if the winds along their prison creep ; 
Slumber, to dream of death, and wake to weep!' 
Who, each new dawn, behold a glimm'ring ray 
Shed through their drear abode a doubtful day; 
And when the evening sun, with purpling light, 
Proclaims the coming shade of fearful night, 
Bdiold, with Fancy's all-creatii^ eyes. 
The bkeding spectres of their kindred rise! 
Maif^, from each bosom gash*d, a crimson tide, 

•9* 

life's tepid fountain from its channels glide! 
The widoWd Mother casts a wistful gaze 
On the sweet darlings of her splendid days ; 
On her pale cheek the frozen tear still dwells, 
Xike April dew. upon the snow-drop's belk! 
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J9er quivVing lips, in mttimursy seem Jto sgy, 
.^' I COME, my CHERUBSy from the cealmsof dfiy! 
'' Thy fether triumphs in the spheres of bkst, 
/' And shares the c^^^qss tnmsports of the blest ! 
.<< There, fiir remoY'dirom Fate's disastrous frown, 
^' He liveS| possess'd of an immoeta^l jcsioyfi^r 
Then, as the feeble infants wond'ring stand, 
The fleeting spectre waves its snowy hui^ ! 
Thc^ moaning wind throygh ev'iy crevi<;e blows ; 
Down the damp ,wall ttjis 9iidnijjght vapour flows : 
On their cold 4^ty couch, .with tearfiil eye, 
Clasp'd in each pther's anns, the mourners lie ; 
They tremble, \V[hisper, sigh, yet fear to weep. 
Till NATURE, faipt with anguish, sinks in sleep! 

See, in a neighb'ring cell,* a with'ring form 
Lasts the fierce bowlings of the midnight fstqns^ ; 
Till, through her prison lattice, shie descries 
TTfae op'ning radiance of the morning skies ! 
Upon the iron vrindoVs triple gi^te 
The chirpii^ red-breast hails his freezing mate; 
Spreads his weak wing to meet the sign's faint ray. 
And sweetly twittej^ forth bis matin lay : 



* Fkiaoeis Elisaibetii the onoffending victim of popubr fremy. 
Her only crime was that of being sister to the unhappy taof" 
narch. 
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While the fair victim of knpreme despair 
Bdiohb the free- b orn commoners ol air ; 
Eovies their happy lot, and feebly cries, 
Ye litde harmless travllers of the dLies, 
Why quit your leafy bowVs, your verdant plains. 
And wing your flight to Mis'ry's dread dottiaiiis? 
Why, from the breezy hilTs enamelled side. 
To these sad tow*bs your whi rri ng pinions guide? 
Hence, ye poor minstrels ! hence, nor listen here ! 
Wher^ pining sorrow drinks her frequent tear; 
Wher^ yengeiance bares her never-weary fai^. 
And 8ft)ile$, insultifig, on the suff*rer's jKufig ; 
Where ^cfa corroding torment mocks relief. 
And i>£At9, pEATH PNLY, ends the ^ei'gK bF 
Grief ! 

Is there, in sA the legendis of past times. 
An sera blackened With such wanton criikies? 
Such barbVouis mischiefb ! sweepbgfroin the earth 
Religion, talents, innocence, and worth ! 
liie wise, the jgodd, die brave^all feel its-foite! ' 
Unchecked by reason, torpid te^ remorse. 
All smeai'd wifli gore, |»le L^BERtir appears. 
Her smiles contending with repentant tears ; 
No more her hand fair flowVets scatters round ; 
Her fiemkhion vteams from mwetj n recent wowd ^ 
O^eri^atterM pyramids «he mtdd'tiiti^ fli^, 
PowV in her arm, and murder in her eyes ; 



Scar'd by the clamours of the furious rage^ 
She spanes not wortth nor geniiiSy ses oor age ! ' 
All records peri^ by her rash decree ! 
The wreaths of Vai^oub, pride of Chivalby ; 
The Sculptob's art^ die boast of maoy a clime^ 
(Snatch'd firom the desolatii^ grasp of Tinie) ; 
The Paintbb's growing canvass, which disphiys 
The finished study of laborious days — 
Heap'd in one sacril^ous ruin lie, 
Feeding the flame that menaces the sky ! 
While Ignob ANC£ pc^ts the victims of its ire^ , 
And loads wi& oflTringB the insatiate fine ! 
Deep dyiog murmurs float upon the gale^ 
. Afid ev'ry zephyr beaui so^oe woe-fraught la)e ! 
Here, Wi|>ows pme, not daring to CQmplaii|! 
There, Obfhans languish for a PABSN'p'shia! 
The mountaiii Peasant quits his lone retreat, 
HiJs clay-buik cottage and his vineyard neat j 
No MOBE, at eve's appreach, his I^fant^ f^, 
While the vale neddens wkh the inking svn. 
To greet jdieir weary Sibe, whose Ifbours hard 
Meet, in their dear embrace, their sweet i^^ftwrdJ 
No MpBE, when Winteii desolates thegrove. 
He listras to the voice of wedded lave ; 
Trims the day hearth^ and, aa the £iggotl Uaae^ 
CSunts the <dd dkty of his•grancbtfe'sd«yS;;' 
While his fond mate liie homely meal prepav^ 
Smiles op his. board anddisiipilteshisjeams! 
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No MOBE, vnifibt the nmple village throngs 
He joins tbe tpoitive dance, the merry tong ! 
Nowy torn from thosb, he quits his native wood. 
Braves the dread front of wab, and pants for blood 1 
Nowy to bis BBAP-HOOK and his pastoral reed, 
llie crimson*d pike and glittering swoed succeed ! 
His russet garb, now changed for trappings vain; 
His rushy pillow^ for the tented plaini 
No MORE his matin song's melodious note 
Along the mountain's breexy side shall float ! 
No MOBB his board, virith luscious feuits suppl/d, 
Shall mock the banquet of luxurious pride ! 
Nq mobe sweet slumbers bless his midnight hours ! 
No MOBB Hope strews his daily path with flow'rs! 
From his bm brea^ all eardily comforts fly ; . 
He'bates to live— yet Monp, he feaes to die ! 
Now, when the tardy day be^ns to rise. 
And shortp-liv'd slumbers quit his fev'rish eyeS| 
Fancy, vritfa agonizing pow'r, displays 
The peacefiil comforts of his happibb bays ! 
Shows, on the pallet of his former rest. 
His INFANTS moaning on their mothee's breast! 
Pinch'd by pale Famine, sinking to the grave; 
No FOOD to nouriA, and no fbiend to save ! 
Ah ! then he cries, half madd'ning widi despair, 

** Is this the FEBEDOM T^'rasCALIi'D TO SHAlSf 

'^ Where is my cliq^-built hut i where, wont to reign 
<' The little monarch of Love's feee domain, 
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/< My smiling partner clasp'd me to her breasti 
/' My INFANTS biess'd me, ere I sunk to rest!^ 

Turn to die Nobles! there let Pity view 
This many suffering for die guilty few ! 
Perish die wretd^ who, sancdon'd by his birth, 
Presumes to persecute the child pf worth { 
Perish the wretch who tarnishes descent 
By die vile vaunting of a life iU spent ! 
vWho sullies proud propmquity of blood, 
Yet frowns indignant on the low-born Good ! 
Who shields his recreant bosom with a name ; 
And, first in Infamy, is last in Fame ! 
Yet let Reflection's eye discriminate 
The differ^ice 'twixt the mighty and die great! 
Virtue is still .il.lu&triou8, still sublime. 
In ev'ry stati<m, and in et'ry clime ! 
Truth can derive no eminence from birth, 
Bich in the proud supremacy of worth ; 
Its blest dominion vast and unconfin'd. 
Its CROWN ETERNAL, and its throne the mind! 
Then Heav'n forbid that prejudice should scan 
With jaundic'd eye the dignities of man J 
/That Persecution's agonizing rod 
ShouldboldlysmiteTHE'^ NOBLEST WORK ofGod!'^ 
^That Rank should be a crime, and Genius hurled 
A moumfu) w^nd'rer on the pitying world! 
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YetHbat*^ foebid diat loNOEANCEsbouldnse 
On tbe dread buis where Religion dies! 
That Liberty, immortal as the sfdieres. 
Should steep her Lavbel ib a nations teaks ! 
Oh, ialsdy nam'd ! Does Liberty require 
The Child should periA for the guilty Sire? 
Does Liberty inspuv tiie Atheist's breast 
To mock his Gob, and make his laws a JEsii 
Does Liberty with bwrbafous fellers bind 
Her first-born hope, the febbbom of the 

Hence, bold Usubpiir of ^t heav'k^tavoht 

l»ow% 
Which wings with ecstat^ man's transient hour ! 
Which bids the ey^ of Reason cfeudless shinis. 
And gives Mortality a trHAf^M diyine ! 
'Midst the wild windi, the krdly cedar tow'F&; 
Progressive days invigorate its powers ; 
Ttie earlier braotdies, with'ring as they spread, 
Round the firm root their coarsest foliage shed ; 
While die proud Tree its verdant bead rears hq^ 
Waves to the blasts and ^seens to pierce the sky ; 
Till the rich trunk, matured by iengdi'ning years, 
Through all their wondrous changes^ braves the 

^heres; 
Ffings its rich fragrance on the gales that 9Weep 
The humid forehead of the mountain's steep ; 
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Mocks the fierce rage of elemental war. 
The bolt's red sulphur, and the trundsb's jar ; 
Andy when around the 8hattM''d fragments lie, 
The stricken victims ;^ th' infuriate sky—* 
^midst die wrecks of Natube iseems to climb 

SUPBBMBLY OBAKD, and AW7VUT SUBLIME ! 

So Heav'n-tiui^t 'Reason, whisp'ring to die 
s^nse, 
In Natueb^s piirj^ Jpersuainve eloquence, 
Points out, amidst Creation's mazy plan. 
The vast, the varying miseries of Man : 
Then, as Expebience conges with piercing eye, 
Fr(n^ hii^ stem gaze delusive visions fly ; 
Thefla radiant KNowLEDOii rushes to Ins ^ew. 
Spurns the dbceptivb, and adopts the tbue ; 
Tears Folly^s tinifel tn^iAgs fVom his breast. 
Which shines in Truth's invulnerable vest ; 
39iiui arm'd against die SHAPts of life he goes, 
Smiles at theur ttfienace, and re&ii^ their woes ; 
\yhile Qnhis mind, in conscious Vibtue gbeat, 
The «HiBiD of Reason blutits die lancb of 
Fate ! 

Inimortal GjfeNitrsi let the Votive fine. 
The Muse's l^avbel, and her vame, be thine | 
For tboo shalt live \(rhen Pbide's indignant eye 
Closed in eternal solitude shall lie ! 
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When THOSE who flutlei^d diroa|^ their little daj. 

Shall, like their follibb and dieir kambs, decay ; 

When die faint memVy of infbriob bouIb 

Down the dark channel of Oblivion rolb — 

Thou bhalt bvbviyb! Then lei not Envy's frown 

BlasttheproudTBOPHiBB thatcomposf TRYCROWN ! 

Let not die potfon of a bbptilb's sting 

Contaminate the lustre of tht wiog I 

But from each flaming plume indulgent give 

A pitying ray, to bid the inbbctb livb. 

Trace, if thou canst, (Hie stra^lingspark of worth. 

One gleaming atom to adorn their birth ; 

For Ifttle virtues dazzle in the proud. 

As STABS shine lustrous 'midst a vast of cloud ! 

Then, Genius, let the toilsome task be thine. 

To LABOUR in the dark preoaripu^ minis ; 

And if, amidst the cAoos, thou siouldst find 

One great, one beauteous attribute of mind. 

To tiyine rQund Merit's brow the wreath of Fame, 

And give Nobility a i^qftieb name ! 

Ill-fated Queen ! then let the tribute just. 
The Poet*s NUMBERS consecrate thy bust: 
And when new ages shall the tale unfold. 
On the red page of Massacre enroD'd, 
Philanthropy, withshndd'ring hearty SHALLtnc^ 
The storms thut l^w'd the lilibs of diy race! 
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lEti 'midst the desolating gloom descry 
Transcendent chaplets that shall never die! 
The wonders of thy mind shall Hist'ry own; 
The brightest gems thatglisten'dround thy throne; 
Which gave thee charms beyond the glare of pow'r, 
To brave thy foes> and gild thy Iatest hour ! 
And when thy weary dovL, on wings sublime. 
Sought its dear partner in a purer clime. 
Thy SUFFERINGS left on Truth's recording page 

An AWFUIr LESSON tOR ILAtn FUTURE AGE ! 
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ODE 



to THE MUSE. 



0, LET me iseize thy pen sublime 
That paints, in melting dulcet rhyme^ 
The glowing poVr, the magic art, 
Th' ecstatic raptures of the Heart ; 
Soft Beauty's tiim<f srailie serene, 
The dimples of Love's sportive mien ; 
The sweet descriptive tale to trace ; 
To picture Nature's winning grace ; 
To steal the tear from Pi^s eye ; 
To catch die sympathetic sigh ; 
O teach me, with iSwift lightning'isi force 
To watch wild pi»sion*s varyii^ course ; 
To mark th' enthusiaist^s vivid fire. 
Or calmly touch thy golden lyre. 
While gentle Be^isbn mildly mogB 
Responsive to di6 tremblii^ stiings. 
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Sweet Nymphy enchandng Poetry! 
I dedicatee my 'mind to Thee* 
Oh ! from thy bright Parnassian boVrs 
Descend^ to bless my sombre hours ; 
Bend to the earth thy eagle-wing. 
And on its glowing plumage bring 
Blithe Fancy, from whose burning eye 
The young ideas sparkling fly : 
O come, and let us fondly stray 
Where rosy Hea,lth shall lead the way. 
And soft Favonius lightly spread 
A perfum'd carpet as we tread ; 
Ah! let us from the world remove. 
The calm forgetfulness to prove> 
Which at the still of evening's close 
Lulls the tir'd peasant to repose i 
Repose, whose balmy joys oer-pay. 
The sultry labours of the day. . 

And when the blue-ey*d dawo appears. 
Just peeping thro' her veil of tears ; 
Or blushing opes her silver gate, 
And on its threshold stands elate. 
And flii^s her rosy mantle far 
O'er eveiy loit'ring dewy star ; 
And calls the wanton breezes forth. 
And sprinkles diamonds o'er the earth ; 
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While in the green wood's shade profoiind 
The insect race^ with buzzing sound, 
Flit o'er the rill-— a glittering train. 
Or swarm along the sultry plain; 
Then in sweet converse let us rove 
Where, in the thyme-embtbider^d grove, 
The musky air its fragrance- pours 
Upon the silViy scatter'd «how'rs ; 
To hail soft Zephyr, as she goes 
To &n the dew-drop from the rose ; 
To shelter from the scorching beam. 
And muse beside die rippling stream. 

Or when, at twilight's placid hour. 
We stroll to some sequestered bow'r. 
And watch the haughty Sun retire 
Beneath his canopy of fire ; 
While slow the dusky clouds enfold 
Day's crimson curtains fring'd with gold, 
And o'er the meadows faintly fly 
Pale shadows of the purpling sky ; 
While softly o'er die pearl-deck'd {dain 
Cold Dian leads the sylvan train ; 
In mazy dance and sportive glee. 
Sweet Muse, Fll fondly turn to thee ; 
And thou shalt deck my couch with flow'rs^ 
And wing with joy my silent hours. 

G 9. 
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When Sleep, with downy hand, shldl spreait 
A wreath of poppies round m j head , 
Then Fancy on her wing sublime. 
Shall waft me to the sacred clime 
Where my enl^hten'd sense shall view, 
Thro' ether,, realms o^ azure hue, 

■•4' * 

That flanii^ where Sha^espeabe us'd to filL 

With matchless fire, his *' golden quill.'' 

While from its point bright Genius cau^t 

The wit supreme, the glowing thought, 

The magic tone, that sweetly hung 

About the numbers .whicfrlie sung. 

Then will I skim the ffoathig siir,* 

On a light couch of gossamer^ 

While with my wonder-aching eye 

I contemplate the spangled sky. 

And hear the vaulted roof repeat 

The song of Inspiration sweet; 

While round die winged cherub thiin' 

Shall iterate the aeiy strain ; 

Swift thro' my quiv'ring nerves shall float' 

The tremours of each thrilling note ; 

,And ev^ eager sense confess 

Ecstatic transport's wild excess ; 

1111, wakii^ fix>m the gloriourdream; 

I hul the mom's reftilgent beam^ 

Dear Maid ! of ever-varying mien, 
£xulting, pensive, gay, serene. 
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»- . . . .... 

Now, in transcendent pathos drest, 
Now^ gentle as tbie tartlet breast ; 
^Vhere'er thy feath'iy steps shall lead, 
To side-loi^ hill, or flow'ry mead ; 
To sorro\fr's coldest, darkest cell,' 
Or where, by Cynthia's glimmering ny, 
The dapper fairies frisk and play 
About some cowslip's gold^ bell ; 

And, in their wanton frolic mirdi, 

'■'-.■* • . 

Pluck the young daisies from the earth, 
To canopy their tiny heads. 
And decorate their verdant beds; 
While, to the grassffippei^s riirill tun^, 
They quaff libations to the moon, 
From acorn goblets, amply fill'd 
With dew, from op'ning flowers distyi'd — 
Or when the lurid tempest Poqrs, 
From its d^^k i^, impetuous show^'rs ; 
Or from its bro w s terrific frown 
Hurls the pale murd*rous lightnings 4own; 
To thy enchantii^ breast 111 spring. 
And shield me with iJaj golden wingj* 

Or when, amijbt ellierealfire. 
Thou strik'st thy Dblla Cbuscan Ijre, 
While round, to catch the heavenly son^' 
Myriads of wond'rii^ seraphs throng; 
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Whether thy harp*$ i^Hpassiooed strain 
Pours forth an Ovib's tender pain. 
Or in PiNnABiq flights suUime 
Re-echoes thrcn^gh the starry clime ; 
Thee Vi\ adore^ transcendent guest. 
And woo. thee to n^ burniiig breast* 



But if thy majgic powVs impart 
One soft sensatio9;t<> the heart. 
If thy M^ann precepts can dispense 
One thrilling transport o'er my sense ; 
Oh ! keep thy gifts, ;aqd let me fly, 
In Apathy's cold arm to dk. 
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ODE 



TO DEI^LA CRUSCA. 



Enlightened Patron of the sacred Jiyre! 
Whose ever-vaiyingy ever-witching song 

Revibrates on the heart 

With ms^c thrilling touch. 
Till ev'iy perve, with quiVring throb divine, 
In maddening tumults, owns thy wondrous poyi^'r ; 

For well thy dulcet notes 

Can wind the mazy song, 
In labyrinth of wild fantastic form ; 
Or with empassion'd pathos woo the soul 

With sounds more sweetly mild 

Than Sappho's plaint forlorn. 
When bending o*er the waves she sung her woes, 
And pitying Echo hovered o'er the deep. 

Tin in their coral caves 

The tuneful Nereids wept. 
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Ah ! whither art thou flown ? where pours thy aom^f 
The mo4el aod the pride of British bards ! 
• Sweet i^TAB of Fancy's orb, 

** O tell me, tell me, where T 
Say, dost thou waste it on the viewless air 
That bears it to the confines of high Ileav n i 

Or does it court the meed 

Of proud pre-eminence i 
Or steals it o*er the glitt'rin^ Sapphire wave, 
Calming the tempeist with its silver sounds i 

Or does it c^^^rqa to Ipve 

The fond believing maid i 
Or does it hoyer o'er the Alpine Bt^j^, 
Or, softly breathing under myrtle shades, 

With Sympathy divine. 

Solace the child of woe i 
Where'er thou art. Oh ! let thy gentle strain 
Again with magic pow'r delight mine ear. 

Untutored in the spelk 

And mysteries of song. 
Then, on the margin of the cleep Fll muse. 
And bless the rocking bark ordain'd to bear 

My sad heart o'er the wave. 

From this ungrateful isle ; 
When the wan queen of night, with languid eye, 
Peeps o'er the mountain's head, or thro' the vale 

Illumes the glassy brook. 

Or dew-besprinkled heath, 
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fjr with her crystal lanip directs the feet 
•Of the benighted Tb av'ller^ cold and sad, 

Thro' the long forest drear. 

And pathless labyrinth. 
To the poojr Peasant's hospitable cot, 
,F9r ever open to the wretch forlcmi ; 

O then I'll think on Thee, 

And iterate thy strain. 
And chant thy matchless numbers p'er and o'er; 
And I will comt the sullc^ ear of night, 

To bear the rapt'rous sound. 

On her dark shadowy wing. 
To where, encircled by the sacred Nine, 
The Lyre awakes ]die never-dying song ! 

Now, Bard adiair'd, farewell ! 

The white sail flutters loud. 
The gaudy streaoiers lei^then in the gale. 
Far from my native e^or^ I bend my way ; 

Yet, as my aching eye 

Shall view the less'ning cliif. 
Till its stupendous head shall scarce appea^ 
Above the surface of tbe swelling deep, 

I'll snatch a ray of hope. 

For Hope's the lamp divine 
That lights and vivifies the fainting soul, 
^ith ecstacies beyond the pow'rs of song { 

That ere I reach those banks 

Where the Ipud Tiber flows. 
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Or milder Arno. slowly stesds along. 
To the soft music of the suimner breeze> 

The waftii^. wing of Time 

May bear this last Adieu, 
This wildj iintutorrd picture of the heart, 
To HIM whose ^nagic verse inspir'd the Stumn. 



91 



ODE 



TO GENIUS. 



Now by th' Aonian Nymphs inspired. 

By glowii^ emulation fir'd ! 

Of thee 111 sing. — Illustrious Maid ! 

In peerless majesty arra/d ! 

Who^ all creative, all sublime, 

first sprang firom the ethereal clime. 

To bid enraptured fancy trace 

The bright infinity of space, 

Where Fame of pure celestial birth 

A starry wreath prepares to crown immortal 

WORTH } ' 

Blest Genius ! poy^r divine ! 
Now shall the votive song be thine ! 
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Nor thou the pensive muse disdain. 
Who oft, by fancy led, shall rove 
To soft Arcadia's myrtle grove. 
And tune the past'ral reed or cjbant the sylvan straip, 

Or could her trembli^ h^d ^pire 
To wake the loud resounding Lyre, 
Where Pin d us rears its haughty crest, 
By THY immortal Laurels drest! 
Or on Parnassian heights sublime 
Snatch from the passing wing of Time 
A Plume, that smiling Hope m^ht lave 
Deep in the Heliconian wave ! 
For thee her burning hand shoiild fUng 
Ecstatic measures o'er the bounding stfiiig ! 
Nor THOU, star-crested Nymph ! refuse 
The ofiTrings of an untaught Muse, 
Who twines, amidst uncultiv^ated bowers, 
A SMALL, but FRAGRANT ynreath, of Nature's^ 

SIMPLEST FlOW'RS. 

Proud Parent of supreme delightl 
Thoii Sun ! from whose rich source 
' The lustrous stream of mental s^ht 
Points to mortality a glorious course! 
^is thine with mi^c sweet contrbl 
To guide the timid souate soul \ 
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To mark, on Truth's enli{^ten'd page, 
In ev'ry clime, in ev'ry age, 
How empty earthly pow'r appears, 
A glitfring Phantom ! fraught widi Fears ! 
How dark the rugged paths of Life ! 
How planted with the diomg of strife ! 
How paltry Wealth } how fidse the glafe 
That dazzles round the Regal Chair ! 
How fragile Beauty's bliish! how p6or 
The Miser, 'midst his countless store ! 
Whsn o'er the iab'ring Sons of Clay 
Thou scom'st to spread sublime thy Sroad' efful-> 
gent Ray t 

O Genius ! at thy view; 
Low in the dust, the grovelling crew 
Fall, stricken like the summer Fly, 
'Midst torrid radiance doom'd to die ;' 
Whikt thou ! whose tow*rii]g mind 
No base or sordid spells can bind, 
Far, fiir from human woe canst rise/ 
To pwTifer joys ! to brighter skies ! 
As the triumphant eagle bends his flighty 
To lave his Lordly Wing in Floods of burn-- 
iNQ Light! 

Oft have I seen thee, sportive] wildH 
Frolic Nature's playful child! 
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With infimt sweetness, weaving boughs, 

To hai^ on fickle Fancy's brows ! 

Then wouldst thou snatch the rose-dbck'd 
Lyre, 

And with thy airy fingers play. 
In measures madly gay, 

A song that m^t e'en Apathy inspire ! 

Then, sated with the 'witching sound. 

Dash thy rapt Lyre i^n the ground ! 
And o'er thy gaudy wreath 
Such strains of tender Pity breathe. 
So soft ! so touching ! so allurii^ ! 
All the wounds of Passion curing! 
That madd'nii^ Rage itself, subdu'd, 
list'ning stood, in melting mood ! 
And Folly, wond'ring at thy pow'rs, 
Dropp'd from her giddy hand her Wreath of 

F0IS*N01J8 FlOW'rS ! 

I've seen thee, spuming solemn Fools, 
Mock the vaunted lore of schools ; 
And laugh to scorn the Pedant's art. 
That hides, in Learning's Garb, the s^vlu 
deceitful Heart ! 

I've seen thee, dress'd in awful pride. 
With calm-brow'd Wisdom by thy side. 



v: 
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Unfoldii^ precepts ricUy fiaught 

WithSSNaEAGUTEtandDBFTHOFTHdUGHT! 

Decking the hoaiy fixmt of Time 
With many a sober nvreath, snblime ! 
While Eloquence, her store uoboiincl. 
Scatter^ her fiorest Uossoms round ! 
And Hist'ey, ^th recording fii^^^ tracM 
Scenes by sxpibino loNOEANtB hatUF-dlrac'd; ' 
Whilst Thou froin cdd ObliViok's cave 
Led the pale shadows of the sainted Brave ! 
Ah! then I've seen thee stamp each name 

On the UNPEEISHABLE ROLL3 OF FaME ! 

Andy smiling o'er the consecrated page. 
Anticipate die Boast of many a future Age! 

I've seen thee through the soul difiitse 
Th' electric fire that warms die Muse ! 
Wh«i o'er the Poet's breast 
Thou fling'st thy sunny vest ; 
And stoop'st has throbbing brow to bind 
With wings, to waft tlie soaring mind 
Beyond the mists of mortal day ! 
While from thy piercing eye, 
Resplendent as its Parent Sky^ 
A stream of light shot forth, to mark his glorious 
Way ! 
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Ah ! lost to bliss are those, 

LOW-THOUGHTED ! DULL OF SoUL f 

Whoy plodding throu^ life's weedy woes, 
Ne'er felt the thrilling powV 
That marks the inteUectual hour ; 
Nor, where Piebian fountains roll, 
Panteb to taste the clear immortal wave 
That heals die wounds of Fate, and flows be- 
tOnd the Grave! 
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ODE 



TO REFLECTION* 



O THOU ! whose sober precepts can control* 

The wild impatience of the troubled soul^ 

Sweet Maid serene ! whose all consoling pow'r 

Awake» to calm del^ht the lingering hour^ 

O! hear Ay Votar/s ardent pra/r t 

Chaae from my anguishM mind corroding care, . 

Steal thro' the burning pulses of my brain, 

Cahn sorrow to repose, uid lull the throb of pain i 

Of tell me, what are life'a best joys } 

Are they not visions that decay. 
Sweet hone/d poisons, gilded toys. 
Vain gUtt'ring baubles of a day I 
say, what shadow do they leave behindj^. 
Save the sad vacuum of a sated mind I 

VOL. I. H 
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Borne on the eagle-wings of Fame, 

Man soars above calm reason's sway, 
*^ Vaulting ambition'^ mocks each tender claim. 
Plucks the dear bonds of social life away; 
As o'er the vanquish'd slave she wields her spear, 
Compassion turns aside — RsFLECTioNdropsatear. 

Behold the wretch whose sordid heart, 
Steep'd in Content's oblivious balm. 
Secure in Luxury's bewitching calm. 

Repels pale Mis'r/s touch, and mocks AfBiction's 
smart; 
Unmov'd he marks the bitter tear. 
In vain the plaints of woe lus thoi^hts assail, 
The bashful mourner's piteous tale 

Nor inelts his flinty soul, nor vibrates on bis ear. 

O blest Reflection ! l^t thy m^c pow'r 
Awake his torpid sanse, his slumb'rii^ thought. 

Tell him Adversity's unpitied hour . 

A brighter lesson gives than Stoics tw^ht : 

Tell him that Wealth no blessing can impart 
So sweet as Pi^tT's teftr^^tfaat-bftthes the wotmded 
Heart. 

Go tell the vain, the insolent, and fair, 
That^li&'a beslidays are^bdy Qa/s of car^ ; 



i . 
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That Beauty^ flutt'ring like a painted fly, 
Owes to the spring of youth its transient die ; 
When Winter comes, its charms shall fade away, 
And die poor insect wither in decay : 
60 bid the giddy phantom learn from thee. 
That Virtue only braves mortality. 

Then come, Reflection, soft-e/d maid! 

I know thee, and I prize thy charms ; 
Come, in thy gentlest smiles arra/d, 
And I will press thee in my eag^ arms ; 
Keep from my aching heart the fiend Despair^^ 
Snatch from my brow her thorn, and plant thy olits 

there. / 



H IS 
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ODE 



TO ENVY. 



Dbep in th' abyss where frantic horror liides, 

Iq thickest mists of vapours fell. 

Where wily Serpents hissing glare 

And the dark Demon of Revenge resides. 

At midnight's murky hour 

« 

Tby origin began : 

Rapacious Malice was thy sire ; 

Thy Dam the sullen witch, Despair ; 

Thy Nurse, insatiate Ire. 

The Fates conspir'd their ills to twine 

About thy heart's infected shrine ; 

They gave thee each disastrous spell. 

Each desolatii^ pow'r, 

To bl^st die fairest hopes of man. 
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Soon as thy fatal birth was known, 

Prom her unhallowed throne 

With ghastly smile pale Hecate sprang ; 

Tliy hideous form the Sorc'ress pressed 

With kindred fondness to her breast ; 

Her haggard eye 

Shot forth a ray of transient joy, 

While thro' the infernal shades exulting clamours rang. 

Above thy fellow-fiends thy tyrant hand 

Grasp'd with resistless force supreme command : 

The vast terrific crowd 

Before thy iron sceptre bow'd. 

Now, seated in thy ebon cave, 

About thy throne relentless furies rave : 

A wreath of ever-wounding thorn 

Thy scowling brows encompass round. 

Thy heart by gnawing Vultures torn, 

Thy meagre limbs with deathless scorpions bound: 

Thy black associates, torpid Ignorance, 

And pining Jealousy — ^with eye askance. 

With savage rapture execute thy will. 

And strew the paths of life with every torturing ill. 

Nor can the sainted dead escape thy rage ; 

Thy vengeance haunts the silent grave. 

Thy taunts insult the ashes of the brave ; 

While proud Am b iti o n weeps thy rancour to assuage. 
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Tbe laurek round the Poet's bust, 

Twin'd by the libend hand of Taste, 

B; tb; mal i gn ant grasp delWd, 

Fade to their nattre dust : 

Thy ever-watchfiil eye no labour tires, 

Beneath thy veuom'd touch Uie angd TailTa eipires. 

When in thy petri^ing car 

Thy scaly dragons waft thy form, 

TlieD, swifter, deadlier lar 

Than the keen lightning's lance, 

That wings its way across the yelliif Sttmn, 

Thy barbed shafts fly whizzing round. 

While eveiy with'ring glance 

Inflicts a cureless wound. 

Thy gtant-arm wiA pond'rous blow 
Hurls genius from her glorious height, 
B^ids the Jair front of Virtue low. 
And meanly pilfers every pure del^t. 
Thy hollow voice the sense appals. 
Thy vigilance the mind inthrals ; 
Rest hast thou none ! By night, by day, 
ITiy jealous ardour seeks for prey — 
'Krn..<ri>t can restraiitthy swift career i 

le derides the suflTrer's wroi^ ; 

pie the sland'rer's tale prolongs ; 

It imbibes the victim's tear ; 
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Thy breast recoils from friendship's flame; 
Sick'ning thou hear'st the trump of Fame ; 
Worth gives to thee the dinest pang ; 
The Lover^s rapture wounds thy hearty 
The proudest efforts of prolific art 
Shrink from thy poisonous fang. 

In vain the Sculptor^s lab'ring hand 

Calb fine proportion from the Parian stone ; 

In vain the Minstrel's chords command 

The soft vibrations of seraphic tone ; 

For swift thy violating' arm 

Tears from perfection ev'ry charm : 

Nor rosy Youth, nor Beauty's smiles. 

Thy unrelenting rage beguiles; 

Thy breath contaminates the frorest name. 

And binds the guiltless brow with ever-blist'ring shame. 



^ 



TO HEALTH. 



Gome, bright-eyed maid, 
Pure offspring of the tranquil nund, 
Ha«te, my (ev'rish temples bind 
With olive wreaths of em'rald hue, 
Steep'd in mom's ethereal dew, 
Where, in mild Helvetia's shade, 
Blushbg summer round her flings 
Warm gales and sunny show'rs that hang upon hcr 

■FU seeic diee in Italia's bow'rs, 

Where, supme on beds of Qow'ts, 
' Melody's soul-toucbii^ throng 
fe the soft lute or trill the meltii^ aoog : 
I Where blithe Fancy, queen of pleasure, 
■ Pours each luxuriant treasure. 
I For thee I'll clunb the breezy hill, 

While the bahny dews distil 
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Odours from the budcttng diorn, 
Dropped from the lufltrous lids of mom ; 
Who, starting from her shadowy bed, 
Binds h^ gold fillet round the mountain's head. 

There I'll press from herbs and flowers 
Juices blessed with opiate powers. 

Whose magic potency can heal 
The Arob of agonizing pwn. 

And thro' the purple swelling vein 
With subtle influence steal : 

Heaven opes for thee its aromatic store, 

To bathe each languid gasping pore ; 
But where, O where, shall cherish'd sorrow find 
The lenient balm to soothe the feeling mind. 

O mem'ry ! busy barb Vous foe. 
At diy fell touch I wake to woe : 
Alas, the flatt'ring dream is o'er. 
From thee the bright illusions fly. 
Thou bidst the glitt'rii^ phantoms die, 
And hope, and youth, and fancy, charm no more. 

p 

No more for me the tip->toe Spring 
Dropt flowerets from her infant wing ; 
For me in' vain the wild thyme's bloom 
Thro' the forest flii^s perfume ; 
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In vain I qlimb tb' embroidered hiS 
To breathe the clear autumnal air ; 

In vain I qu^'the tucid rill 
Smce jocund Health delight not there 

To greet my heart : no more I view. 

With sparkling eye, the silv'ry dew 
Sprinkling May's tears upon the folded rose, 
As low it droops its yQung and blusbiug head, 
Press'd by grey twilight to its nkossy bed : 
No more I lave amidst the tide, 
Or bound along the tufted grove, 
Or o'er enamell'd meadows rove. 
Where, on Zephyr^s pinions, glide 
Salubrious airs that waft the day's repose* 

lighdy o'er the yellow heath 
Steak thy soft and fragrant brei^th. 
Breath inhal'd from musky flow'rs, 
Newly bath'd in perfum'd show'rs. 
See the rosy-finger'd mpm 
Opes her bright refrilgent eye, 
HiUs and valleys to adorn. 
While from her bumii^ glance the scattered vapours fly* 

Soon, ah soon ! the painted scene. 
The hill's blue top, the valley'9 green, 
'Midst clouds of snow and whirlwinds drear, 
Shall cold and comfortless appear : 
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The howling blast shall strip die plain. 
And bid my pensive bosom learn, 
Tho* Nature's face shall smile again. 
And on die glowing breast of faring 
Creation all her gems shall fling, 
Youth's AjMril-mom shall ne'er return. 

Then come. Oh! quickly come, Hygeian Maid! 
Each dirobbing pulse, each quiVring nerve pervade. 
Flash diy bright fires across my languid eye, 
Tint my pale vis^e with thy roseate dye. 
Bid my heart's current own a temp rate glow, 
And from its cnmson source in tepid channels flow. 

O Health, celestial Nymph ! .widiout thy aid 
Creation sickens in oblivion's shade : 
Aloi^ die drear and solitary gloom 
We steal on thorny footsteps to the tomb ; 
Youth, age, wealth, poverty, alike agree — 
To live is anguish, when depriVd of Thee. 
To Thee indulgent Heav'n ben^nly gave 
The touch to heal, die ecstacy to save. 
The balmy incense of thy fost'ring breadi 
Wafts die wan victim from the fangs of Death, 
Robs the grim Tyrant of his trembling prize. 
Cheers the faint soul, and lifts it to the skies. 
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Let not the gentle rose thy bounty drest 
To meet the rising sun nvith perfumed breast^ 
Which glow'd with lustrous tints at noon-tide hour. 
And shed soft tears upon each drooping flower. 
With withering anguish mourn the parting Day, 
Shrink to the Earth, and sorrowingyai2e away. 
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ODE 



TO VANITY. 



Insatiate Tykant op the Mind, 

Fantastic, aery, empty thing, 

Borne on Dlusion's flutt'ring wing, 
Fallacious as the wanton wind ; 

Capricious Goddess ! — Beaut/s foe ; 

Thou — ^who no settled home dost know;. 

The busy World, the sylvan Plain, 

Alike confess thy potent reign. 
Que^ of the motley garb — at thy command 
Fashion waves her flow'ry wand ; 

See she kindlea Fancy's flame. 
Around her dome thy incense flies. 
The curling fiunes ascend the skies. 

And fill the '' Trump of Fame.'' 
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When Heaven's translucent ray 

Unveil'd the mighty work of God ; 
When the Promethean spark of day 
Awq)t« his Image from a torpid clod ; 

When radiance pour'd on human sight, 
And the iOumin'd Soul beam'd with celestial light ; 
Exulting Man, sole Potentate below. 
First felt thy pois'nous glow ; 
He gaz'd upon his wondrous frame ; 
The self-approving conscious flame 
Thrill'd in each trembling vein with subtle art. 
Then fix'd its baneful source within his godlike Heart. 

Thy breath accursed brought deathless woe 

On Man's devoted race ; 
Hurl'd th' aspiring Fiend to realms below^ 

Who, plung'd in fell disgrace, 
There, deep inthrall'd in adamantine spells. 
In chains of scorpions bound, forever, ever dWells« 

In ev'ry scene of social joy. 
Amidst the rude unpolish'd train. 
From the low offspring of the barren plain^ 
To him whose lofty bosom owns 
Descent sublime frOni scepWd dironesji 

All, all thy^a^s C*ey; "•• * ' '' - 
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Thy light hand plumes the warrior's brow. 
Decks e'en fierce war with tinsel shoW^ 
E'en in the tented fields thy banners flow^ 
To thee illustrious Chieftains bow ; 
lis thy capricious influence forms 
All that mad ambition warms ; 
The laurel wreath, tho' steep'd in blood, 

Plac'd by thy fickle hand, appears 

Radiant as the sunny spheres. 
When Mom's proud beams roll in a golden flood. 

Ah, Vanity ! avert thinie eye; 
Check thy fell' exulting joy ; . 
Willi burning drops thy flu^'d cheek lave, 
Nor gloat upon the cam^M brave ; 
For what can trophied wreaths supply, 
To drown the desolating cry. 
That, o'er th' empurpled fields afar, 
Proclaims the dread-destructive pow'r of War? 

E'en amidit the SAVAGE race. 

The untam'd Indian owns thy sway; 
For THEE he paints his tawny face, 
And decks hi& shaggy hair widi fragments gay: 

_ * 

For THElS he iharks his sun-burnt breast, 
W)8ibea& and feathers idly drest; — 
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His hardy limbs with glowing tints imbru'd. 

Reeking and mai^led with the pointed dart. 
Vainly he vaunts — nor heeds the smart, 
Tho* pitying Nature weeps with tears of blood. 

Then turn, my Muse, where milder joys 
The village hero's mind employs; 
Where gentler sports delight the breast. 
And soften'd Nature smiles confest.. 

Let me paint the rural scene,. 

The white-wash'd hut — ^the velvet green, 

May^s blithe mom — exulting glee. 

The chaplet pendant on each tree, 

The shining hat with gaudy ribbands bound. 

The lo% may-pole and. the well-swept ground,. 

Where valiant combats speak the thirst of Fame,. 
And the loud shout proclaims tbe victor's name. 

O Vanity, thy potent re^ 
Spreads its influence o'er the pbun — 
For thee, the blushing maids prepare 
Garlands wove with nicest care ; 
For thee, they dress their festive bow'r» 
With waving wreaths of scented flow'rs, 
Where the bold Youth that wins the prize 
Reads his best Victory in his Sweetheart's £yes^ 
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Such 18 diy poVr — thy mandmte nilei 
Above the laws of Pedant-Schoob ; 
Reason in vain contends with Thee, 
Triumphant^ Deathless Vanity I 
E'en now I feel diy vivid sparks infuse 
A warmth that guides my hand, and bids me court th^ 
Muse. 



VOL. I. 
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ODE 



TO MELANCHOLY. 



Sorc'bess of the Cave profound! 
Hence, with thy pale and meagre train^ 
Nor dare my roseate boVr profane, 
Where light-heeFd mirth despotic reigns, 
Slightly bound in feath'ry chains, 

And scattering blisses round. 

Hence, to thy native Chaos — ^where, 

Nurs'd by thy haggard Dam, Despair, 

Shackled by thy numbii^ spell, 

Misery's pallid children dwell ; 
Where, brooding o'er thy &tal charms. 

Frenzy rolls the vacant eye ; 
Where hopeless Love, with folded arms, 

Drops the tear, and heaves the sigh ; 
^mi cherish'd Passion's tyrant^sway 
Chills the warm pulsci of Youth with premature decay. 
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O fly Thee to some Church-yard's gloom. 
Where, beside the mouldering tomb, 
Restless Spectres glide away. 
Fading in the glimpse of Day ; 
Or, where the Virgin Orb of Night 
Silvers o*er the Forest wide, 
Or across the silent tide, 
Flings her soft and quiv*ring light : 
Where, beneath some aged Tree, 
Sounds of mournful Melody, 
Caught from the Nightingale's enamour'd Tale, 
Steal on faint Echo's ear, and float upon the gale. 

Dread Pow'r ! whose touch magnetic leads 
O'er enchanted spangled meads, 
Where, by the glow-worm's twinkling ray, 
Aery Spirits lightly play ; 

Where, around some Haunted Tow'r, 
Boding Ravens wing their flight. 
Viewless, in the gloom of Night, 
Warning oft the luckless hour ; 

Or, beside the Murd'rer's bed. 

From thy dark and morbid wing. 

O'er his fev'rish, burning head, 

Drops of conscious anguish fling ; 

While freezing Horror's direftd scream 

Rouses his guilty soul from kind oblivion's dream, 

1^ 
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Oft^ beMatb tb^ witchiDg Yew, 
The trembUng Maid steak forth 
With true-love wreaths, of deatMcn greea. 

Her lover^s grave to strew ; 
Her downcast Eye no joy illumes. 
Nor on her Cheek the soft Rose Uooms ; 
Her mourning Hearty the victim of thy pow'r. 
Shrinks from the ghire of Mirth, and hails the mv^jlit 

HOUB. 

O, say what Fisnd first gave thee birth. 
In what fell Desert wert thou bom; 
Why does thy hollow yoice, forlorn. 
So fiiscinate the Sons of Earth; 
That, once encircled in diy icy arms, 
Hiey court thy toq/id touch, and doal upon Ay 
Charms? 

Hatbd Imp — I brave diy Spell, 
Rbason shnns thy barb'rous sway; 
Life with mirdi should glide away, 

Despondency with guilt should dwell ; 
For conscious Tbvth's unruffled mien 
the dauntless Eye and patient smile serene. 
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ODE 



TO DESPAIR. 



Tbrbipic Fiend! thou Monster feU ! 

CondemnM in haunts profiuoe to dwells 
Why quit thy solitary Home, 
OW wide Creation's paths to roam i 
Pale Tyrant of the timid Heait^ 
Whose visionary speUs can bind 
Tne strongest passions of the mind, 

life's current with thy baneful Art 



Nature recoik when thou art near, 
For round % fwrn aU plagues are seen; 
Thine is the frantic tone, the sullen mi«a, 

The glance of petrifying fear. 
The hs^gard Brow, die lowering Eye, 
The hollow Cheek, the smothered Sigh ; 
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When thy usurping fangs assail, 
The sacred Bonds of Friendship fail« 
Meek-bosom'd Pity sues in vain ; 
Imperious Sorrow spurns relief, 
Feeds on the luxury of Grief, 

Drinks the hot Tear, and hugs the galling Chain. 
Ah ! plunge no more thy ruthless dart 
In the dark centre of the guilty Heart ; 
The PoVr Supreme, with pitying eye. 
Looks on the erring Child of Misery ; 
Mercy arrests the wing of Tune, 
To expiate the wretch's crime : 
Insulted Heaven consign'd thy brand 
To the first Murd'rer's crimson hand. 
Swift o'er the earth the Monster flew. 
And round th' ensanguined Poisons threw. 
By Conscience goaded — driven by Fear, 

Till the meek Cherub Hope subdued his fell career. 

Thy Reign is past, when erst the brave 
Imbib'd contagion o'er the midnight lamp. 
Close pent in loathsome cells, where poisons damp 

Hung round the confines of a Living Grave ;* 



* ThMBMtiU. 
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Where no glimm'ring ray iUum'd 
The flinty walls, where pondVous chains 
Bound the wan Victim to the humid earth. 
Where Valoub, Genius, Taste, and Worth, 
In pestilential caves entomb*d. 
Sought thy cold arms, and smihng mock'd their pains. 

There,— each procrastinated hour, 

The woe-worn suflfVer gasping lay. 

While by his side in proud array 
Stalk'd the Huge Fiend, Despotic Pow'r. 

There Reason clos'd her radiant eye, 

And fainting Hope retir'd to die. 
Truth shrunk appall'd. 
In spells of icy Apathy inthrall'd ; 
Till Freedom spum'd the ignominious chain. 

And, roused from Superstition's night. 

Exulting Nature claim'd her right, 
Asud caird dire Vengeance from her dark domain* 

Now take thy solitary flight 
Amid the turbid gales of night. 
Where Spectres, starting from the tomb, 
Glide along th' impervious gloom ; 
Or, stretch'd upon the sea-beat shoi:e9 
Let the wild winds, as they roar. 
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Rock Thee on thy Bed of Stone; 
Or, in gelid csvems pent, 
list^ to the sullen moan 
Of subterraneous winds ; — or glut thy sight 

Where stupendous mountsuns, rent, 
Hurl their vast firagments from their diz2y height. 

At Thy approach the rifted Pine 
Shall o'er the shattar'd Rock incline, 
Whose trembling brow, with wild weeds drest, 
Frowns on the tawny Eagle's nest; 
There enjoy the 'witchk^ hour. 
And freexe in Frenzy's dire conceit, 
Or seek the Screechrowrs lone retreat. 

On the bleak rampart of sqme nodding TowV. 
In some forest long and drear, 
Tempt the fierce Banditti's rage. 
War with famish'd Tigers wi^e. 

And bathe in blood, and mock the taunts of Fear. 

When across the yawning deep 
The Demons of the Tempest sweep, 
Or deaf 'nii^ Thunders bursting cast 
Their red bolts on the riiivering mast, 
While fix'd below the sea-boy stands, 

As threatening Death his soul dismays, 
He lifts his supplicating hands, 

And shrieks, and groans, and weeps, and prays, 



ODB TO DESPAIR. 121 

Till, lost amid the floatiiig fire. 

The agonuing crew expm ; 

Then let diy tran^orts renddhe air, 

For madd'aing Anginsh feeds the fiend JDespair ! 

When o'er the couch of pde Disease 
The Moth er bends with t^uiul eye. 
And treoibles, lest her quiv'iing sigh 
Should wake the darling of her breast — 
Now, by the taper^s feeble rays. 
She steals a last, fond, e^ger gaze« 
Ah, hapless parent ! gaze no more. 
Thy Cherub soars among the Blest^ 
Life's crimson Fount begins to freeze^ 
His transitory scene is o'er — 

She starts — she raves — her burning braip 
Consumes, unconscious of its fires ; 

Dead to the Heart's convulsive Pain, 
Bewildered Memory retires. 

See ! See ! she grasps her flowii^ hair, 
From her fix'd eye the big drops roll, 
Her proud Afiiiction mocks control, 

And riots in Despair — 

Such are thy haunts, malignant Pow'r! 

There all thy murd'rous Poisons show'r; 

But come not near my calm retreat, 

Where Peace and holy Frieni>«hip meet; 
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Where Science sheds a gentle ray. 
And guiltless Mirth beguiles the day, 
Where Bliss congenial to the Muse 
Shall round my Heart her sweets difRise, 
Where/ from each restless Passion free, 
I s^ve my noiseless hours, bless'd poesy, to thee. 
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ODE 



TO THE SNOW-DROP.* 



The Snow-drop, Winter's timid child^ 
Awakes to life, bedeVd with tears, 

And flings around its fragrance mild ; 

And where no rival flowVets bloom, 

Amidst the bare and chilling gloom, 
A beauteous gem appears! 

All weak and wan, with head inclined, 

Its parent-breast the drifted snow, 
It trembles, while the ruthless wind 
Bends its slim form ; the tempest lowers, 
Its em'rald eye drops crystal show'rs 
On its cold bed below. 



* From *' Walanghani/' aNoYel, ia 4 roll, by the same Author. 
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Poor flowV ! on thee the sunny beam 
No touch of genial warmth bestawft! 

Except to thaw the icy stream 
Whose little current purk along. 

And whelms diee as it flows. 

The night-breeze tears thy silky dress. 
Which deck'd with silv'ry lustre shone ; 

The mom returns, not thee to bless.—* 
The gaudy Crocus flaunts its pride, 
And triumphs where its rival — died 
Unshelter'd and unknown ! 

No sunny beam shall gild thy grave, 

No bird of pity thee deplore : - 
There shall no verdant branches wave, 
For spring shall all her gems unfold,, 
And revel 'midst her beds of gold. 
When thou art seen no more ! 

Where'er I find thee, gentle flow'r. 

Thou still art sweet, and dear to me ! 
For I have known the cheerless hour. 

Have seen the sun-beams cold and pale. 
Have felt the chilling, wint'ry gale, 
And WEPT, and shkunk hkb therJ 
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ODE 



TO TME NIGHTINGALE. 



Sweet Butu or SoEftow ! — why complak 

In such soft melody of Song ? 
Hiat Echo, amVous of thy Stram, 

The lingering cadence doth prolong. 
Ah ! tell me, tell me, why 
Thy dulcet Notes ascend the sky, 
Or on the filmy vapours glide 
Along Ae nusty mountain's side ? 
And wherefore dost Thou love to dwell 
In the dark wood and moss-grown cell ? 
Beside the willow-margm'd stream — 
Why dost Thou court wan Cynthia's beam f 
Sweet Songstress — if thy wayward fate ' 
Hath robb'd Thee of thy bosom's mate, 
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Oh! think not thy heart-piercing moan 
Evaporates on the breezy air. 
Or that the pl^tive Song of Care 
Steals from thy Widow'd Breast alone. 
Oft have I heard thy mournful Tale, 
On the high Cliff, that o'er the Vale 
Hangs its dark brow, whose awful shade 
Spreads a deep gloom along the glade : 
Led by its sound, I've wander'd far, 
Till crimson evening's flaming Star 
On HeavVs vast dome refulgent hui^, 
And round ethereal vapours flung ; 
And oft Tve sought th' Htgeian Maid, 
In rosy dimpling smiles arra/d, 
Till, forc'd with every Hope to part, 
Resistless Pain subdued my Heart. 

Oh then, far o'er the restless deep 
Forlorn my poignant pangs I bore. 

Alone in foreign realms to weep, 

Where Envy's voice could taunt no more, 

I hop'd, by mingling with the gay. 

To snatch the veil of Grief away ; 

I hop'd, amid the joyous train, 
' To break Afiliction's pond'rous chain ; 

Vain was the Hope — in vain I sought 

The placid hour of careless thought ; 
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Where Fashion wing'd her light career. 
And sportive Pleasure danc'd along, 
Oft have I shunn'd the blithsome throng. 

To hide th' involuntary tear ; 

For e'en where raptVous transports glow, 

From the full Heart the conscious tear will flow. 

When to my downy couch remov'd, 
Fancy recalled my wearied mind 
To scenes of Friendship left behind. 

Scenes still regretted, still belov*d ! 

Ah ! then I felt the pangs of Grief 

Grasp my warm Heart, and mock relief; 

My burning lids Sleep's balm defied, 
And on my fev'rish lip imperfect murmurs died. 

Restless and sad — I sought once more 
A calm retreat on Britain*s shore; 
Deceitful Hope! e'en there I found 

That soothii^ Friendship's specious name 
Was but a short-liv'd empty sound. 

And Love a false delusive flame. 

Then come. Sweet Bird, and with thy strain, 

Steal from my breast the thorn of pain ; 

Blest solace of my lonely hours. 

In craggy caves and silent bow'rs: 

When happy Mortals seek repose. 

By Night's pale lamp we'll chant our woes^ 



128 0]>B TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

And, as ber chilling tears diffuse 
0*er die white thorn their silv'iy dews, 
111 with the lucid boughs entwine 

A weeping Wreath, which round my Head 
Shall by the waning Crescent shine, 

And light us to our leafy bed. — 
Yet, ah ! nor leafy beds nor bow'rs 
Fring'd widi soft May's enamell'd flo^''rs> 
Nor pearly leaves, nor Cynthia's beams, 
Nor smilii^ Pleasure's shadowy dreams — 
Sweet Bird, not e'en thy meltii^ Strains — 
Can calm the heart where Tyrant Sorrow 

REIGNS. 
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SECOND ODE 



TO TH£ NIGHTINGALE. 



Blest be thy song, sweet Niobtih qals^ 
Lorn minstrel of the lonely vale! 
Where oft Tve heard diy dulcet straiar 
In mournful melody complain; 
When in the Poplab^s trembling diade 
At Evening^s purple hour I've strayed. 
While many a silken folded flower 
Wept on its couch of Gossamer, 
And many a time in pensive mood 
Upon the upland mead Fve stood, 
To mark grey twilight's shadows glide 
Aloi% die gr^en hill's velvet side ; 
To watch the perfom'd hand of mom 
Hang pearb upon the silver thorn, 
Till rosy day with lustrous eye 
In saffron mantle deck'd die sky, 
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And bound the mountain's brow widi fire. 

And ting'd with gold the village spire, 

While o'er the frosted vale below 

The amber tints began to glow : 

And oft I seek the daisied plain 

To greet the rustic nymph and swain, 

When cowslips gay their beUs unfold, 

And flaunt their leaves of glitt'ring gold, 

While from the blushes of the rose 

A tide of musky essence flows, 

And o'er the odour-breathing flow'rs 

The woodlands shed their diamond show'rs; 

When from the scented hawthorn bud 

The Blackbird sips the lucid flood, 

While oft the twitt'ring Thrush essays 

To emulate the Linnet's lays; 

While the poiz'd Lark her carol sings 

And Butterflies expand their wii^, 

And Bees begin their sultry toik 

And load their limbs with luscious spoils, 

I stroll aloi^ the pathless vale. 

And smile, and bless thy soothing tale. 

But ah ! when hoaiy winter chiUs 
The plumy race — and wraps the hills 
In snowy vest, I tell my pains 
Beside the brook, in icy chains, 
Bowid its weedy banks between. 
While sad I watch night's pensive queen. 
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Just emblem of mt weary woes ; 

For ah ! where'er the virgin goes, ^ 

Each flow'ret greets her with a tear 

To sympathetic sorrow dear ; 

And when in black obtrusive clouds 

The vestal meek her pale cheek shrouds, 

I mark the twinkling starry train 

Exulting glitter in her wane. 

And proudly gleam their borroVd light 

To gem the sombre dome of night. 

Then o'er the meadows cold and bleak 

The glow-worm's glimm'ring lamp I seek, 

Or climb die craggy cliffy to gaze 

On some bright planet's azure blaze, 

And o'er the dizzy height inclin'd 

I listen to the passing wind, 

That loves my mournful song to seize. 

And bears it to the mountain breeze. 

Or where, the sparry caves among. 

Dull Echo sits with aery tongue^ 

Or gliding on the Zephyr's wings 

From hill to hill her cadence flings, 

O then my melancholy tale 

Dies on the bosom of the gale^ 

While awfiil stillness, reigning round, 

Blanches my cheek with chilling fear ; 
Till, from the bushy dell profound, 

The woodman's song salutes mine ear. 
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When dark Novbmber'h boist'roua breath 
Sweep* the Uue hUI and deset healli, 
When naked trees Uieir white tops wave 
O'er many a &mish'd Rsdsbeast's grave. 
When many a day-built cot lays low 
Beqeath the growing hills of soow ; 
Soon as the Shefhbbd's «lv'ry bead , 

Peeps from his totterii^ straw^roof d shec^ 
To hail the glimm'ru^ glimpse of day — 
With feeble steps be ventures forth^ 
ChilFd by the bleak brea& of the Norths 
And to the forest bends his way, 
To gather froai the frozen grouod 
Each branch the n^t-blast scatter'd round— 
If in some bush o'erspread with snow 
He hears thy moaning wail of woe, 
A flush <^ warmth his cheek o'erspreads, 
>^th anxious timid care be treads. 
And when his cautious hsutds infold- 
T^y little breast bemunb'd with cold, 
" Come, plaintive Aigitive," he cries, 
While Pity dims his ^ed eyes, 
" Come to my glowii^ heart, and diare 
" My narrow cell, my humble fare|; 
" Tune Ay sweet carol — plume thy wing, 
*' And quaff widi me die limpid spring, 
" And peck the crumbs my meals supply, 
" And round my rushy pillow fly." 
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O, Minstrel SWEET, whose jocund laj 
Can make e'en Poverty look gaj. 
Who cao the humblest swain inspire 
And, while he fans his scanty fire, 
When o'er the plain rough Winter pours 
Nocturnal blasts and whelming show'rs, 
Canst thro' his little mansion fling 
The rapt rous melodies of spring- 
To THEE with eager gaze I turn, 

Blest solace of the aching breast ! 
Each gaudy glitt'rii^ scene I spurn, 

And sigh for solitude and rest. 



TO BEAUTY. 



Exulting Beauty !— phantom of an hour, 

Whose magic spella enchain die heart, 
Ah ! what avails thy fascinating pow'r, 
Thy thrilling smile, thy witching art f 
Thy lip, where balmy nectar glows ; 
Illy cheek, where round the <l»tn>nHV rost 
A thousand nameless Graces move'; 

Thy mildly-speaking azure eyes, 
Thy golden hair, where cunning Lov« 

In many a mazy ringlet lies ? 
Soon as iby radiant form ia seen, 
~1iy native blush, thy timid mien, 
hour is past ! thy charms are vain I 
-Nature haunts thee with her sallow train, 
in Jealousy deceives thy list'ning ear, 
LANDER stains thy cheekwith many a bitter tear. 



ODE To BEAUTY. 135 

In calm retirement form'd to dwell. 
Nature, thy handmaid fair and land, 
For thee a beauteous garland twin'd ; 
The vale-nurs'd Lily's downcast bell 

Thy modest mien display'd. 
The snow-drop, April's meekest child, 
With myrtle blossoms undefil'd, 

Thy spotless mind pourtray'd. 
Dear blushing maid, of cottage birth,. 

HTwas thine o'er dewy meads to stray. 
While sparkling health, and frolic mirth, 

Led on thy laughing Pay. 

Lur'd by the babbling toi^e of Fame, 
Too soon insidious Flatt'ry came ; 
Flush'd Vanity her footsteps led. 

To charm thee from repose. 
While Fashion twin'd about thy head 
A wreath of wounding woes ; 
See Dissipation smoothly glide, 
Cold Apathy, and puny Pride, 
Capricious Fortune, dull and blind, 
O'er splendid Folly throws her veil. 
While Envy's meagre tribe assail 
Thy gentle form and spotless mind. 



. Their q)elb prevail J no m<»e those eyei 

Shoot undntoing fires ; 
Oft ihy Wan cheek the y&vaag rose dii^, 

Thy fip*8 deep tmt expires ; 
Derk Melancholy chills thy mind^ 
Thy sttent tear reveak thy woe; 
TiMB strews wi^lhoms thy mazy wqr; 
Where'er thy giddy footsteps 8tray« 
Thy thougMiesB heart is doom'd to ftid 
All norelentiiig foe. 

Tis thus die iniiEuit Forest flowV, 

Bespangled o'er with glitt'ring dew. 
At breezy mom's refresliiiig hour. 
Displays its tints of varying hue, 
Beneath an aged oak's wide spreading AnAt, 
Where no rude winds or beating storms invade. 
Transplanted from its lonely bed. 

No more it scatters perfumes round. 
No more it rears its modest head. 

Or gayly paints the mossy ground ; 
For ah ! the beauteous bud, too soon, 
Scorcih'd by the burning eye of day. 
Shrinks from the sultiy glare of noon, 
Droops its enameird brow, and, blushingi dies away. 
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ODE 



TO ELOQUENCE, 



Hail! GoDDEftB <^ pemmnve ait! 
The magk'of whose ttte6d toiq;ae 

Lulls to soft haniMHiy the wand'ring heart 
Witk f ascinatiB^ Mig ; 

O let me hear thy lieaVii-<laiq;ht straiiiy 
As thro' my qiuv'ring pulses steal 

The innigling throbs of joy and paia, 
Which ody seasate minds can feel. 

Ah ! let me taste Ihe bUss 8upi<eme 

Which thy warm touch unerring flings 

O'er the rapt sense's finest strings, 
When Genius, darting from the sky, 
Glances across my wond'ring eye 
Her animating beam. 

Sweet Eloquence ! thy mild control 
Awakes to Reason'^ dawn the Idiot soul; 
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When nuEta absorb the MENTAL sight, 
Tb thine to dart creative light ; 
Tn thine to chase the fihny clouds away, 
And o'er the mind's deep gloom spread a refulgent ray. 

Nor is thy 'wondrous art confin'd 
Within the bounds of mental space, 
For thou canst boast exterior grace, 
Bri^t emblem of the fertile mind ; 
Yes ; I have seen thee, with persuauon meek, 
Bathe in the ludd tear on Beaut's cheelc; 
Have mark'd thee in the downcast eye. 
When niff'ring Virtue claim'd the pi^ii^si|^. 

Oft, by thy thrillii^; voice subdued, 
The meagre fiend Ingratitude 

Her treach'rous fang conceals ; 
Pale Envy hides her forked stii^ ; 
And Calumny beneath the vvii^ 

Of dark oblivion steals. 

Before thy pure and lambent fire 

Shall frozen Apathy expire ; 
Ity influence, warm and unccwfia'd. 

Shall rapt'rous tnmsports giv^ 
Lnd in the base and torpid nund 

Shall bid the fine AlTecdwis Uve. 



I 
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When Jealousy's malignant dart 
Strikes at the fondly-throbbing heart; 
When fancied woes on every side assail, 
Thy honey'd accents shall prevail ; 
When burning Passion virithers up the brain. 
And the fix'd lids the glowing drops sustain, 
Touch'd by thy voice, the melting eye 
Shall pour the balm of yielding Sympathy. 

nris thine with lenient Soi^ to move 
The dumb despair of hopeless Love ; 
Or when the animated soul 

On Fancy's wii^ shall soar, 
And, scorning Reason's soft control, 

Untrodden paths explore. 
Till, by distracting conflicts tost. 
The intellectual source is lost ; 
E'en then, the witching music of thy tongue, 
Stealing thro* Mis'ry's darkest gloom, 
Weaves the fine threads of Fancy's loom. 
Till every slacken'd nerve, new strung. 
Bids renovated Nature shine. 
Amidst thy fost'ring beams, oh! Eloquence di- 

yine! 
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ODE 



TO THE MOON. 



Pale Goddess of the witching hour! 

Blest CoQtempIation's placid friend ! 
Oft in my solitary bowV 
I mark thy lucid beam 

From thy crystal car descend^ 
Whitenii^ the spangled heath and limpid sapphire 
stream* 

And oft amidst the shades of night 
I court thy undulating light ; 

When Fairies dance around the verdant ring, 
Or, sportive, frisk beside the bubbling spring; 
When the thoughtless Shepherd's song 
Echoes thro' the silent air, 
While he pens his fleecy care, 
Or plods with saunt'ring gait the dewy meads along. 
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Chaste Obb ! as thro' the vaulted Ay 
Feathery clouds transparent sail ; 
When thy languid^ weeping eye 

Sheds its soft tears upon the painted vale ; 
As sad I ponder o'er die rising floods. 
Or tread widi listless step th' embowering woods, 
O let thy soft, though transitory beam, 
Soothe my sad mind widi Fancy's aery dream. 

Wrapt in Reflection, let me trace^ 

Around the vast ethereal space, 

Stars, whose twinklmg fires illume 

Dark-brow'd Night's obtrusive gloom ; 

Where, across the concave wide. 

Flaming Meteors swiftly glide ; 

Or, along the milky way. 

Vapours shoot a silvery ray ; 
And as I mark thy faint redinii^ head. 

Sinking on Ocean's glassy bed. 
Let Reason tell my soul, thus all things fede ; 

The Seasons change, the gaudy Sun, 

When Day's burning car hath run 
Its fiery course, no more we view, 

While o'er the moimtain's golden head, 
Streak'd with tints of crimson hue, 
Twilight's filmy curtains spread. 
Stealing o'er Nature's face, a desolating shade* 
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Yon musky Flow'r, that scents the earth ; 
The Sod» that gave its odours birtfa ; 
Hie Rock, that breaks the torrent*s force ; 
The Vale^ that owns its wand'rii^ course ; 
The woodlands, where the vocal throng 
Trill the wild melodious song ; 
Thirsty deserts, sands that ^ow, 
Mountains, capp'd with flaky snow ; 
Luxuriant groves, enamell*d fields, 
All that proUfic nature yields, 
Alike shall end ; the sensate Heart, 

With all its passions, all its fire, 
Touch'd by Fate's unerring dait. 

Shall feel its vital strength expire ; 
Those eyes, that beam with Friendship's ray, 

And glance ineffable delight, 
ShaU shrink from Life's translucid day. 
And close their fainting orbs in Death's impervious 
night. 

Then what remains for mortal powV, 

But Time's dull journey to beguile ; 
To deck with joy the willed hour. 
To meet its sorrows with a patient smile ; 
And when the toilsome pilgrimage shall end. 
To greet the tyrant, as a welcome firiend. 
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ODE 



TO MEDITATION, 



Sweet Child of Reason ! maid serene! 
With folded arms and pensive mien ; 
Who, wand'ring near yon thorny wild, 
So oft iny lengthening hours beguil'd ; 
Thou who, within thy peaceful cell. 

Canst laugh at Life's tumultuous care, 
While calm repose delights to dwell 

On beds of fragrant roses there ; 
Where meek-ey'd Patience waits to greet 
Tlie woe-worn traveller's weary feet. 
Till by her blest and cheering ray 
The clouds of sorrow fade away ; 
Where conscious Rectitude retires ; 
Instructive Wisdom ; calm Desires ; 
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Pkt^lific SdeQce — laboring Art; 
And Genius, with expanded heart. 

Far from thy lone and pure domain 
Steals pallid Guilt, whose scowling eye 
Marks the racked soul's ciMnvulsive pain, 

Tho' hid beneath the muk of joy ; 
Maddening Ambition's dauntless band ; 
Lean Avarice with iron hand ; 
Hypocrisy with &wning toi^e ; 
Soft Flattery with persuasive song ; 
Appaird, in gloomy shadows fly, 
From Meditation's piercing eye. 

How oft with thee I've stroU'd unseen 
O'er the lone valley's velvet green ; 
And bru^'d away the twilight dew 
That stain'd the cowslip'is golden hue ; 
Oft, as I ponder'd o'er the scene. 

Would memory picture to my heart 
How full of grief my days have been. 

How swiftly rapfrom hours depart! 
Then wouldst thou, sweetly reas'ning, say,: 
<' Time journeys thro'' the rou^est day."' 

The Hermit, from the world retir'd; 
By calm ReHgion's voice inspir'd. 
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Tells how serenely time glides on, 
From crimson mom, till setting sun ; 
How guiltless pure, and free from strife, 
He journeys thro' the vale of life ; 
Within his breast nor sorrows mourn. 
Nor cares perplex, nor passions bum ; 
No jealous fears, or boundless joys. 
Tie tenor of his mind destroys ; 
And when revolving mem'iy shows 
The thorny worl4's unnumber'd woes. 
He blesses HeavVs benign decree. 
That gave his days to Peace and Thee. 

The gentle Maid whose roseate bloom 

Fades fast within a cloister's gloom, 

Far by relendess Fate remov'd 

From all her youthful frmcy lov'd — 

When her warm heart no longer bleeds. 

And cool Reflection's hour succeeds. 

Led by thy downy hand, she strays 

Along the green dell's tangled maze ; 

Where thro' dank leaves the wtusp'ring dbow'rs 

Awake to life the fainting flow'rs ; 

Absorb'd by Thee, she hears no more 

The distant torrent's deaf 'ning roar ; 

The well-known Vesper's silver tone ; 

The bleak wind's desolatii^ moan ; 
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No more she sees the nodding spires, 
Where the lone bird of night retires, 
While Epho chants her boding song 
The cloister's mouldering walls amoi\g^ 

No more she weeps at Fate's decree, 

* 

But yields her pensive soul to Tbee« 

The Sage whose palsied head bends low 
'Midst scatter'd locks of silv'ry snow, 
Still by his mind's clear lustre tells 
What warmth within his bosom dwelb; 
How glows his heart with treasur'd lore, 
How rich in Wisdom's boundless store ; 
In fading Life's protracted hour, 
He smiles at Death's terrific poVr ; 
He lifts his radiant eyes, which gleam 
With Resignation's sainted beam ; 
And, as the weeping star of mom 
Sheds lustre on the wither 'd thorn. 
His tear benign calm comfort throws 
O'er rugged Life's corroding woes; 
His pious soul's enlighten'd rays 
Dart forth, to gild his wint'ry days ; 
He smiles serene at Heav'n's decree. 
And his last hour resigns to Thee, 

When Learning, with Promethean art 
Unveils to light the youthful heart ; 



^ 
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When on the richly-budding spray 
The glorious beams of Genius play ; 
When the expanded leaves prociaim 
The promised fruits of rip'ning Fame ; 
O Meditation, maid divine ! 

Proud Reason owns the work is thine. 

• 

Oft have I known thy magic powV 
Irradiate sorrow's viint'ry hour ; 
Oft my full heart to Thee hadi flown; 
And wept for mis'ries not its own ; 
When shrewd hypocrisy has wound 
In dulcet tones my soul around. 
While art, concealed in specious guise, 
Pour*d passion's tear and pity's sighs; 
When, cold Ingratitude was seen 
Beneath affection's gentlest mien ; 
When, pinch'd with agoiiizii^ Pain, 
My restless bosom dar*d complain; 
Oft have I suiJc upon thy breast, 
And luUi'd my weary nund to rest; 
Till I have own'd the blest decree, 
That gave my soul to Peace and Thee« 
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ODE 



TO VALOUR. 



Transcendent Valouh ! — godlike Pow'r ! 
Lord of die dauntless breast, and st6dfast mien ! 
Who, rob'd in majesty sublime, 
Sat in thy eagle-wafted car, 
And led the hardy sons of war. 
With head erect, and eye serene, 
Amidst the arrowy shoVr ; 
When, unsubdued, from clime to clime, 
Young Ammon tangfat exulting Fame 
O'er earth's vast space to sound the glories of thy name. 

Illustbious Valour ! from whose glance 
Each recreant passion shrinks dismayed ; 
To whom benignant Heav'n consigned 
All that can elevate the mind ; 

Tis thine, in radiant worth arra/d. 
To rear thy glittering helmet high. 
And with intrepid front defy 
Stem Fate's uplifted arm and desolating lance. 
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When, from the Chaos of prim«val Night, 
This wondrous Orb first sprung to light, 
And, poiz'd amid the sjdiery clime 
By strong Attraction's pow'r sublime. 

Its whirling course began ; 
With sacred spells encompass'd round, 
Each element observed its bound; 
Eardi's solid base huge promontories bore ; 
Curb'd Ocean roared, clasp'd by the rocky shore ; 
And 'midst metallic fires translucent rivere ran. 

All nature own'd th' Omnipotent's conunandl 
Luxuriant blessings deck'd the vast domain; 
He bade the budding branch expand, 
And from the teeming ground call'd forth the cherish'd 
grain; 
Salubrious sprii^ from flinty caverns drew ; 
Enamell'd verdure o'er the landscape threw ; 
He taught the sc^ly host to glide. 
Sportive, amidst the limpid tide ; 
His breath sustain'd the Eagle's wing; 
With vocal sounds bade hills and valleys ring ; 
Then, with his Word supreme, awoke to birth 
The human Form sublime! The Sov'reign 
Lord of Earth ! 
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VaIour ! thy pure and sacred flame 
Difius'd its radiance o'er his mind ; 
From Thee he learnt the fiery Steed to tame. 
And with a floVry band the speckled Pard to bmd ; 
Gruarded by HeaVn's eternal shield. 
He taught each Uving thing to yield ; 
Wondering yet undisma/d he stood 
To mark the Sun's fierce fires decay; 
Fearless he saw the tiger play, 
While at his stedfast gaze the Lion couch'd subdu'd. 

When, fading in the grasp of death, 
Illustrious Wolfe on earth's cold bosom lay ; 
His anxious soldiers, thronging round, 
Bath'd with their tears each gushing wound ; 

As on his pallid lip the fleeting breath 
In faint and broken accents stole away. 
Loud shouts of triumph filFd the skies, 
To Heav'n he rais'd his grateful eyes, 
" Tis Vict'ry's voice!" the hero cried, 
'^ I thank thee, bounteous Heav'n!" then smiling died ! 

When erst on Calpe's rock stem victory stood. 
Hurling swift vengeance o'er the bounding flood, 
Each willed bolt illum'd a flame, 
Iberia's vaunting sons to tame. 
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While o'er the foaming troubled deep 
The blasts of desolation flew. 
Fierce lightnings, hovVing round the frowning steep, 
'Midst the wild waves their fatal arrows threw ; 
Loud roar'd the cannon's voice widi ceaseless ire. 
While the vast bulwark glow'd a pyramid of firs ! 

Then, in each Briton's gallant breast, 

Benignant Virtu £ shone confest! 
While death spread wide his dureful reign, 
And shrieks of horror echo'd o'er the main, 
Eag^r they plui^d their sinking foes to save 
From the dread precincts of a whelming grave ! 

Then Valour, was thy proudest hour ! 
Then didst thou, like a radiant God,- 
Check the stem rigours of th' avenging rod. 
And with soft mercy's hand subdue the scourge of 
power. 
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ODE 



TO THE MEMORY 



OF 



MY LAMENTED FATHER, 

0^ diid in tkeierme qf the Emyresa qf Rt(ina> December 5> 

1786. 



Oh! Sire rever'd! ador'd! 
Was it the solemn tongue of Death, 
That, whisp'ring to my pensive ear, 

Pronounc'd the fatal word 
Which bath'd my cheek with many a tear. 
And stopp'dy awhile, my gasping breath i 

" He toils no more! 

** Far on a foreign shore 
** His honour'd dust a laurel'd grave receives^ 
*' While his immortal soul in realms celestial lives !" 
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Oh! my lov'd sibe, farewell! 
Though we are doom'd on earth to meet no more. 
Still Mem'ry lives^ and still I must deplore ! 
And long this throbbing heart shall mouni^ 
Though thou to these sad eyes wilt ne'er return ! 
Yet shall remembrance dwell 

On all thy sorrows through life's stormy sea, 
'When Fate's resistless whirlwinds shed 
Unnumber'd tempests round thy head. 

The vafying ills of hupian destiny! 
Yet, with a soul sublimely brave^ 
Didst thou endure the dashing wave ; 
Still buffetdng the billows rude. 
By all the shafts of woe undaunted, unsubdued ! 

Through a long life of rugged care, 
Twas THINE to steer a steady course ! 

Twas THINE Misfortune's frowns to bear, 
And stem the wayward torrent s force !- 

And as thy persevering mind 
The toilsome path of Fame pursued, 

Twas THINE, amidst its Flow'rs, to find 
The wily Snake — Ingratitude ! 

Yet vainly did th' insidious reptile strive 
• On THEE its poisons dire to fling; 

Above its reach, thy laurel still shall thrive, 
Unconscious of the treach'rous sting ! 
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Twas THINE to toil through lengthening years 

Where low'ring night absorbs the spheres ! 

Thy warmly enterprising mind 

Nor fear, nor sordid hopes could bind ; 

For bold ambition warm'd thy breast, 

And lured thee from inglorious rest, 

O'er icy seas to bend thy way, 
Where frozen Greenland rears its head, 

Where dusky vapours shroud the day. 
And wastes of flaky snow the stagnateOcean spread! 

Twas THINE, amidst the smoke of war. 
To view, unmov'd, grim-fronted Death ; 

Where Fate, enthroned in sulphur*d Car, 
Shrunk the pale legions with her scorching breath !j 

While, all around her, bathed in blood, 
Iberia's* haughty sons plung'd lifeless 'midst tfa< 
flood! 

Now, on the wings of Meditation borne. 
Let fond Remembrance turn, and turn tomourn\ 
Slowly and sad, her length'ning pinions sweep. 
O'er die rough bosom of the boist'rous deep. 



* The aaUior's father was the first man who landed at 
Rock of Gibraltar, in 1783, and had the honour of receiving 
congratnlatory embrace from General EUiot, afterwards Lor^ 
Heathfield. 
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To diat disastrous, fieital coast, 

Where, on the foaming billows tost, 
Imperial Catuar^e*s navies rode ; 

And War's inviting banners wide 

Wav'd hostile o'er the glittVing tide 
That with exulting conquest glow'd ! 

For THERE, oh Sorrow ! check the tear ! 

There, round departed Valour's bier, 
Thesacred drops of kindred Virtue* shone! 

Proud Monuments of Worth! whose base 

Fame on her starry hill shall place; 

There to endure, admir'd, sublime ! 

E'en when the mould'ring wing of Tfme 
Shall scatter to the winds huge pyramids of stone! 

. Oh! Gallant. Soul! Farewell! 
Though doom'd this transient orb to leave. 

Thy Daughter's heart, whose grief no words 
can tell, 
Shall, in its throbbing centre, bid thee live ! 
While from its crimson fount shall flow 
The silent tear of ling'ring grief; 
The gem sublime ! that scorns relief, 

Nor vaunting shines with ostentatious woe ! 



* CapUin Darby cominaBded, at the time of his death, a ship 
of war in the Russian service, and was buried with military ho- 
nours, univenally lamented. 
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Hio' thou art vanish'd from these eyea, 
Still from Ay satred dost AaH rue 

A Wreath that mocks die poUsb'd diought. 
The Bculptur'd bust, the poet's praise. 

While Fame shall weeping guard the spot 
Where Valour's dauntless Son decays! 
Unseen to cherish Meu'et's source divine, 
Oh ! Pabbnt of ht life ! shall still be mine 1 

And THOU shalt, from thy blissM state, 
Awhile avert tiiy raptur'd gaze. 
To own, that, 'midst this wild'ring maze, 

llie Flame of filial J/»vb survives the blast 
«f Fate! 



m 



ODE 



TO NIGHT. 



Dread child of Erebus ! whose poVr 
Sheds horror o'er the dsu-ken'd world ; 
While ghosts, with winding-sheets unfurFd^ 

Welcome the murky hour ! 
While conscience, like a coward base, 

Awakes to madd*ning fear; 

When not a breathi^ thing is near 
The records of the wounded mind to trace! 
Of thee I sii^, in sable sadness drest, 
While happier mortals dream, and pain and sorrow 
rest* 

t hail thee now, while, o'er «ach glimmering star. 
Triumphant in thy viewless car. 
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Thou sail'st across th' eternal dome, 
Scatt'riiig around thee thick wove gloom, 
^rhe whirling orb its course pursues; 

But oh ! how moumfullj obscure ! . 
Where are its lustres, and its hues, 

Its mountains, vales, and rivers pure ? 
Envelop*d in the black obtrusive shade. 
Oblivion grasps the Scene, and all its beauties 
fade. 

Now, seated on thy Ebon Tow'r, 
Lord of the Solitaky Hour I 
Thou spread'st thy raven pinions wide^ 
Creation's vanquish'd charms to hide ! 
And when the meek Moon's crystal eye 
Gleams on the sable forehead of the sky, 
Thou bidd'ist each envious passing cloud 
Her beamy Crescent faintly shroud. 

That o'er die lurid space 

Thy million ^yes may trace 
The den where haggard Guilt retires, 

To hold fierce converse with the demons fell^ 
link'd in thy fetal spell f 
And while each twinkling star expires, 
The wild winds shake the distant spheres. 
And Nature hides her face„ bedew'd widi chilling^ 

tears ! 
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SoUL-PENETKATlliG GlOOm! 

Thou strict examioer of human thought! 
When the bright Taper's briUiant ray, 
Through tlie long painted hall, ai^d marbte dome, 
Sheds artificial day ; 
Thou com'st with all thy horrors fraught. 
To beckon forth the guilty soul. 
And bend each stubborn nerve to thy Supreme 
Control ! 
Oh Night ! thou Spectre bold! 

Thou parent of heart-chilling fear ! 
Thou canst each hidden thought unfold ; 
For Conscience will be heard when thou art near! 

< 

And when the cheerful day 
And all its raptures fade away. 
The Tyrant shmis his blood-stain'd throne, 

Deck'd.in the tinsel pageantiy of show, 
And, on his regal couch, alone, 

Resigns his breast to silent woe : 
^H ! then, he traces back the hour. 
When, by Ambition led, 
Devoted legions bled. 
To lengthen a small span of transitory pow'r ! 
Then fancy paints the poorest swain, 
That, on the bleak and barren. plain. 



1 ODE TO NIGHT. 

In hb low Cottage sinks to rest, 
Celestial Peace the partiier of his breast; 
Who, led by cheerful labour to repose, 
Finds his rude pillow strew'd widi many a thomlesa 
Rose. 

Oh ! HORRID Night ! 
Thou prying Monitor confest ! 
Whose key unlocks the human breast. 
And bares each avenue to mental sight ! 
When from the festive bow'r 
The frenzied Homicide retreats. 
And, in his boiiom's cell, 
•Essays each rising throb to quell ; 
Thy penetrating powV 
His sense with many a Phantom greets ; 
H<? rushes forth m wild amaze ! 
While down his brow the big drop stray* ; 
Then, from thy mist opaque. 
Deep groans assail his startled ears. 
His limbs convulsM with horror shake, 
And the short fevVish Hour, 
Such k thy dreadful pow'r ! 
An Age of agonizing woe appears; 
For Sleep the vengefiil fiends deride, 
Till the BLEST Sun darts forth to bid thy reigu 
subside 1 



ODE TO NIOHT. l6l 

How glorious is the eastebn sky! 
^e warm tints rushing o'er the blue serene, 

O'er the tall mountain Moen's effulgent eye 
Diffuses wide the renovated scene ! 

The silv'ry Dew-drops, scattered round, 

Spangle the variegated ground ; 
Or dress the waving woods in glitt'ring pride^ 
Or down the silky leaves in bright succession glide* 

llien the sultry Noon appears. 
Absorbing Nature's ling'ring tears; 
While o'er the Thyme-clad heath. 
Faint vrith its scorching breath. 
The Flocks and Herds to covert more; 
The sun-burnt Hind suspends his toU, 
And, plodding o'er the thirsty soil. 
Seeks the green sod and cool embow'rii^ grove ; 
The murmuring river lulls his mind to rest. 
While the soft Southern breeze steals 

LIGHTLY o'er HIS BREAST ! 

Now, pensive hour, 
Calm-bosom'd Evening, thee I hail ! 

While o'er the p^fum'd bow'r 
Thy balmy breathings gently sail ; 

vol. i. m 
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Medk liandinaid of sublime tepbtHs, 
Trom whose cdlm eye ike sdft tear 'fi6w»! 
As 6*er the Landscape's iglowiiig bre^ust 
Thou fliug'st fhy purple vest ; 
1^ile in the Western sjpheres 

Day's streainy radiance slowly 'fedes. 

Till, wrapjp'd in diisky shades, 
Tiic paTe HbfiizoN scarce appeals j 
And as the melodies of Nature fail. 

The sullen be^e, haintoiag neaf , 

Obtrudes upon thy jpeosive eaf , 
Hb^ fistens to tbe mournful Ifdo^ttSGALE^, 
The tangled dells and sparry roobi toong, 
WhcK, iolheia^isiNG'MXK^N, fhepQiusiher liovE- 

LORN tONG ! 

THBN^-ifABi^-»ft<>w^jD NjaHa*, Aojafcom'st^gain, 
Wilb-aU ^ melaocholy imn ; 
'Whife Bgits expend thek-leaitbeni ^^ 
And Owls forsake their (ivy '4 hcoyif, 
O'er the blank solitude to roam ; 
And the small C^i^CKETiOQgs, 
Near the Am embers -of -ik^ Ck>ttvik«E £re, 
To warn the viUage M:4I0 with i)H^ff% sai> 
and DIRE ! 
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Yet art thou not to my rapt breast 
A dread, unwelcome, startling guest ; 
For when I quit the trifling throng. 
To me, O solitary Night! 
Thou bring'st the sootliing calm delight, 
Which charms my penjsiv^ heart and wakes 
THE Muse's song ! 



H^ 
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ODE 



TO HOPE. 



Fly, bark Despondency! atray? 

Parent of Frenzy and Despair ! 

Go, seek the lurid haunts of Care, 
Nor here thy haggard form display! 

I hate thy ever scowling eye ; 

Thy icy hand ; thy rending sigh ; 
Thy slow congealing, sullen tear ; 

Thy listless pace ; thy wither'd breast, 

That owns no ]>istANT gleam of rest, 
No promised tranquil hour, thy Soul's 
deep night to cheer ! 

But come, fAiR Hope, heart<^soothing maid ! 
Come, with thy beaming eye the gloom pervade. 
Smiling harbii^er of pleasure! 
Here unfold thy promis'd treasure ! 



ODE TO HOPE« l6$ 

At THT approach the weedy Bow'b 

Blooms with many an op'nmg Flow'b ; 

The Skies with brighter azm'e glow ; 

The Streams in clearer windings flow; 

The Birds new melodies essay; 

Luxuriant Foliage bends the Spray ; 
While all the glories of earthy sea^ and sky. 
Proclaim, celestial Hope, that TH9U AftT 
nigh! 

Now on my couch, where o'er my Minb 

Dollrc/d Despondency reclin'd, 

Fair blossDms shoot! rich fragrance teems, 

To prompt young Fancy's rapt'rous' dreams :; 

While at my feet Lethean waters gU4<^ ; 

Eternal Silence Priestess ofjthe tide! 
Where Feeling, meek and trembling guest, 
Bathes in the magic stream her woui^cj^ed breast, 

Care's deadly venom to destroy. 
Till, every pang forgot, shp l^ails approaching Joy. 

Now banish'd from Elysian vales and groves, 
Pespondenct with moody Madness roves! * 
Or sits upon the craggy mountain steep. 
Whose dizzy edge haqgs shadowing o'er the deep : 
The lightning's glare displays her form ; 

And while the deaf 'ning whirlwinds blow^i 
She views, uni^ov'd, the nsing storm. 
That shatters the devoted Bark below ! 
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The SEA"BfRt»s hctedm ! the bSbt^s ivkit 
The Ioiid-t6ti'd diiind^r r^nds the alkies ! 
The v/^ktiii^ eiettieais tongpirt 
To titfnt her bfea^ wMh AiHotts n-e T 
She seems their ifirest rage to bra^e. 
Till, risibg frbm the ya>Of^Dg Wsti€y 
Despair dt)peflrs, th^ Spiait of the Dftipf 
'the M^h^tmhig surge her fltttnii^ pmibiis fsweep ; 
The howling winds with touder clanidtiri^ roar ; 
The angry billows lash the rocky shore; 
While livlid fightnlr^d, flashing death sirmind, 
Quench their bhie atrows in the gul^h prof6imd ! 

H#k ! ho^ the fihty jfabrlc A^fes ! 
White pjite Despondency awakes! 
Ahd, rising ffoih her hangiti^ seat, 
Dahs forth Despair to meet. 
The withering victiiti seenis to glide 
Along the cliff 'd trfeiiiendcfus side ; 

Now, by her dirk associate bortfe, 
Awhile she seems to weep and mourn ; 
Th^h, lockM ^^ltl^ih her cold feitibt^e, 
Sinks 'tiiid^l the horrors df uNFAfttott*© space! 

KdW, the di-eary tempest o'erf", 
Madd^itig hdrror reigns nd more; 
Ort thfe eastern feufnmit bright. 
Day uttbjn-S the gatfes of light ; 
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And rushing forward^ rob'd in crimson fire^ 
Bids sombre night with all her train retire ! 

The sev'ring clouds dissolving fly; 

The soft breeze fans the glitt'rii^ main ; 

The lucid rill runs. babbling o'er the plain. 
Its crystal breast reflects the glowing sky ! 

Hope comes in heavenly colours drest; 

Her golden pinions cool my breast; 

Her eye with sparkling lustre shines ; 

Her hand a beauteous chaplet twines ; 
And marking ¥ami% fair temple in the skies, 
Bids for m^ gratefol br^w g budding biiwl: lise ! 



16S 



ODE 



TO HUMANITY. 



WriHen d^aring the MoMsaeres at Paris^ in September ^ 

' 1792. 



OFFSPRING OF HsAy'sf ! from whose bland throne 

Thou bend'st with salutary wing, 

Bearii^ the olive branch divine, 
To grace Britannia's liicid zone ; ^ 

Where in calm majestic pride 

Her conqu'ring Navies proudly ride ! 
While Art and Commerce smiling join. 
And to the fav'ring skies exulting PiSANS ring ! 
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Oil ! bend thy flight from pole to pole ; 

With balmy pinions swiftly sweep 

O'er the dark and foamii^ deep. 
Where the warring billows roll > 

Where, in shadowy vestments clad. 

Ghastly Visions, pale and sad. 

Rising from their prison-wave, 

Seem their destiny to brave ^ 
Destint severe and dire. 

That spum'd each tender hope away, 

Each social gleam of mobtal Day, 
And gave their dauntless souls to War'S insatiate 
Ire! 

Now their dismal chorus sounds 

E'en to earth's remotest bounds ! 
*' Beware!" it says; <^ mankind, beware! 

^^ Sheath the sword of Death, nor wage 

'^ War with Heav'n's impendii^ rage ; 
** Nor route the furious Fiend Despair! 

" Already see, by Fate unfurl'd, 

'* His poison'd banner shades the world ; 

** All around him ^ad appears, 

^^ Stam'd with Gore or drench'd in Tears; 
" Where'er the Monster bends his eye, 
*'* Beneath the iatal glance devotjqd ^illioistj 

DIE." 



O BLES1 fiVBftAiriTYrf 'ti» A^ 

To shed oondini* Msit i^Met 
Wide o'er tfognofniMg m^ WielA; 
And when fell SiiAsi^c^TtiB l^b^ir wn^atb^. 
Let the .LikvUB^ benglt appe», 
Gemm'd m^ FifiY'^bol^'tCMIt^;^ 
Let it moisten, oveiry. \mdy 
Glowing, hot ^iib hti«ia».fe4o0d!' 
And when no ciMfl|Q« tp^ re«nf w«), 
When xim fmi bbtsh. ilt ki^^ afk^VPI^ 
Bathe witk oUriraii hdm lh» dread i^on!, 
6r««'ti c» liie page ofjFAME: by Guki.UA's vip^nfg^- 
FUL swobd! 

Mark, oh! laark tiie tdDted Mains 

Where exuUng DiscoftD raigM; 
Flush'd wilb mgeji ber panting beaast, 

Har eye with rutUeai U^iteingt sti^r'cl, 

She^ bCn her ne¥er*&ilin9 sword. 
With wreadis of withering Laurhk dreat 

By her side, in ptcni mnray, 
AMBitiow stalls^ wiA reaklaaa aoaA ; 

Madd'ning VBNOEANeB kacb the way ; 
Bar ^tAitT Qfost diadsoos. oootrol ; 

Tb^vmphantly she waves baa if On band; 
hat BOLD Pinions sweep the desolated 
Land! 



i 
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See ! beneath ker murd'ron wing, 

HowiiNCt Famine ieems to ding ! 

Feodiog OD the putfid hreeze. 

Her wither'd Heaet begins to freese! 

Witli seden feje rii« 8c<ywk arqwdy 

0*er the barren hostile grouAd; 
Where oiit^ \ht golden Harve»t wav^d^ 

Wher^ like ttttst'ijiig Vineyard rose^ 
By many a lucid streamlet lav'd ; 

Now the P13BPLE Torrent flows ! 
She marks the direful change with curses deep. 
While, o'er the scene forlorn, distracted le- 
gions weep! 

Where the tow'ring City stands, 

Once a polish'd Nation's pride, 
See stem Death, with rapid stride, 

Leads on his grisly bands ! 

The Infant's shriek, the Sire's despair, 
Rend the sulphur-sti^ant air! 
Nought illumes the thick'ning shade. 
Save the Poionard's glitt'ring blade ; 
All along the flinty way, 
Streams of blood are seen to stray, 
Foaming, blushing, as they flow. 

While ev*ry dome resounds with AGONiziNa 
woe! 
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Haste, Humanity! prepare 

Chains to quell the fiend Despair; 

Round pale Venobance swiftly twine; 

Discord bind in spells divine ! 

Now where Famine droops her head. 

Reason's balmy banquet spread; 
And where the Mood-stain'd Laurel dies, 
Oh! let the Olive bloom, the Fav'eite of this 
Skies! 



t 
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ODE 



TO THE HARP OF LOUISA.* 



If aught could soothe to peace the wouuded breast^ 
\ Or round its throbbing pulses twine ; 
If aught could charm despair to rest^ 
Sweet Harp, the wondrous pow'r was thine! 
For, oh! in many a varying strain. 
Thy magic lull'd the direst pain, 
Wliile from each thought to human ills allied, 
Twas THINE to steal the soul, and bid its fears 
subside] 

O source of joy, for ever flown ! 
While yet the tear bedews my cheek. 
Let the fond Muse thy graces speak^ 

Thy thrilling chords, thy silver tone. 



* Mitt Hanway, daughter of Mrs. Hanway> Author of. '^ An. 
'' drew Stuart," << Ellenor,^ &c. &c« and niece to the immortai 
Philanthropist of Aat namc^ 
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That, as the western breezes sweep, 
Soft murm'ring o'er the troubled deep. 
Could calm Affliction's tempest rude, 
Till ev'ry thought was bliss, and ev'ry pang subdued. 

Now let the Muse a wreath prepare, 
A mournful wreath, alas! to bind 
Thy strings forlorn ; 
The PRIMROSE pale, the lily fair. 
But where shall I a blossom find 
like her I mowtii 
Where ^seck a flosE with native colours dr^stf 
Ah 1 beauteous ilow'r ! 
No more thy eharms confess a! 
Shall with Iheir sweetness decollate nay bowV - 
For vain, soft cttblem, is Ay glowing pride. 
Since on Loui9A*s diedc 4ke tAush of Beauty 
died. 

Sweet sainted shade ! for ever flown 

To woiWs tuikHown, 
Oh ! let mie decorate thy bier 

With niany a spotless flow-r ! 
The CYPftfisistath'd with P*t^'s tear, 

Shall consecrate<J[ incense show'r ! 
There shall the budding Laurel bloom^ 
IJieJM.YRTLB too shall grace thy tomb; 



1^ 
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For GENIU6 oWH-d^hy attributes divkie, 
And Beauty, ishoft-liv^boast, 9weet Maid, 4¥as 

THINK ! 



i But i/vho shall of thy gentle manners speak, 

I llie grac'd ^oottiplaeeticy thai deck'd thy inuld ! 

The fine affe^etions, lender, warm, yet medc, 
Luxuriant taste, widi modesty combiu'd ! ' 
Oh ! she was piumig good, and passing fair ! 

Blest withta-soid fio exquisitely even ; 
A gem so polii^'d, so siiprem^ly rare, 

So free fcom folly, and bo formMfor liean^fn! 
Too pure, loo escdleat for mortal eyes, 
She ly^^a whu 4h0ae, tfien vanished to &e skin! 

Dear 4[)lu6liang R^se ! 

Lost object of our tender woes ! 

Three lingering days,* thy leaves to shed. 

The fateful blast howFd o*er thy drooping head ; 
I ForTiMB, reluetsmt to destroy 

< So rich a source of treasured joy, 

/ Faim'd with his wing the tyrant's breath ; 

But, ah ! how chilling is thefrokt of Death ! 



* The subject of this ppem expired after three dayi* illness, in 
the zenith of beauty and mental acquirements. 
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Too ^eak the conflict to endure^ 
Time saw thee, lovely, sweet, and pure, 
In all thy wondrous charms arrayed, 
Shrink from the withering storm, and meekly fade ! 

' In Nature's variegated bow'r. 

How many pois'nous weeds appear, 
Shedding their desolating pow'r 
On ev'ry gentle blossom near ; 
' But, oh ! how rarely do we find, 
Amidst ihe gay diversity of sweets. 
Where ev'ry charm the fancy greets. 
Such faultless attributes combined ! 
Sure, Nature form'd thee, matchless MaiD) to 

show ' 

How &r her pow'r ^^her wondrous pow'r would 
go! 

When o'er the world black Midnight steals. 

And ev'ry eye in temporary death 
Exhausted Nature kindly seals ; 

When on the confines of the grave no breath 
Assails cold Meditation's ear. 
Friendship shall clasp thy urn, and drop a silent 
tear! 
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^ere Resignation, pensive,: sad, 
Shall plant around the buds of spring ; 

And Innocence, in snowy vestment clad, 
The dews of Heav'n shall scatter from her wing! 

And there shall weepii^ virgins throng, 

And there Religion's holy soi^ 

In soft vibration's round the shrine shall die,* 
To emulate on earth the minstrels of the skj ! 

Oft when the rosy beams of day 

Shall on the eastern summit glow, 
ril listen to the Lark's shrill lay ; 

And as the mellow warblings flow, 
: O Hasp forlorn ! I'll think of thee, and ovm 
tlow poor the matin song, how weak the mimic tone f 

Oft, in slow ^d moumftil measure; 

Melting woe thy chords express'd ; 
Oft to blithe ecstatic pleasure 

Thrilling strains awoke the breast; 
If thy gentle mistress Smil'd, . 

How thy glitfring strii^s would glow I 
While, in transports brightly wild, 

Mii^ling melodies would flow ! 
Tlien, swifter than the vdngs of thought, 
The song,, with heaVnly pity fraught^ 

VOL. I. N 



17S ODE TO THB 

Would die away in mfgic tone, 

Sweet as the Ring-dove's plaintive moan ; 

Soft as the breeze at closing day, 

That sighs to quit the parting ray; 

Or, on ethereal pinions borne. 

Upon the perfumed breath of morn. 

Sails o'er the mountain's golden eneat, 

To fan Auboba's humii^ breast ! 

Yet, envy'd Habp ! no praise was thine ; 
TTwas by Louisa's pow'r dQ«e 
Thy meek, melodious, meltiqg tone 

Could roi^id the captive senses twine ! 
Twas HEBS rebellious passions to control, 
While ev'ry chord bespoke the peerless Minstrers soul ! 

Yet was the Fame that crown'd thy worth 
The wonder of a tran^nt day ; 
Nor could it snatch from cold dec^ 
The beauteous hand tl^t gave it birth i 
For excellence bke hiers waa knt, not git^'n, 
To shew Mortality a g&npse of I{eav'n \ 

Sw^t blocmog flowV ! 
Scarce seen. e|ie lost, 
Nipp d 1^ a cvmA fr<3i8l ! 
Oh ! w^^t av^ AoE of promifi'd joy> 
Relentless Disath, didst tho\^4<^^Qy 
In one shobt Houb! 
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But wiib shaB dare repidef 
Who blame OMNiPOtENtE DtviNE? 
The pure dtfaereal soiil 

Sprang from its prison^chy, impatietit of control ; 
For this polluted orb tob iiue^ 

It plung'd the gulph of Fate in happier realms to shine ! 

For in this sad aiid stormy ^vorld, 
Perchance, by many a tempest hurl'd. 
The gentle Spibit had endur'd 
Ills that only Death had cur'd ! 
Or liv'd no fa^ of bliss to see, 
A Mine of tfisamrey in a troubled Sea! 
Yet MfiM'RY^ watchful of her Fame, 

Shall giiard it with a sacred zeal ; 
And oft in ihbumful nunibers claim 

The Pang she kiiew s6 well to feel ! 
For sorrow ne'er assail'd her ear 
Uiianswer'd by a pitying tear ; 
Her bosom glow'd with Virtue's conscibus flafaie ; 
And where she could not praise, she scorfid to blame! 

Oft bjr the cunning of heir skilful hand 
Attention hung enamour'd o'er thy strain ; 

For well die could the soul cotiimand, 

And cheat k>ng-cherish'd Mis'ry of its pain, 

Till, by her soothing harmony beguiPd^ 
Pale Melancholy rais'd her languid eye, and smil'd ! 

N 2 
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Lull'd by the slow and dulcet soinid^ 
E'en Madness could forget to weep. 
And, bound in galling chains, sereniely sleep 

On the bare ground ! 
From thy celestial tone would Anger fly; 
While Envy, sick'ning with despair. 
Though bom the keenest pangs to bear, 
Would with her shiiggy locks o^enliade her scowl- 
ing eye! 

To tame the savage bosom well she kneW ( 
What cannot magic Melody subdue i 
Yet was the Maid unconscious of her sway ; 
While, far from public scenes remov'd. 
The calm and studious hour she lov'd, 
And through the path of life pursu'd her thomless 
way; 
Or when adom'd with all the pride of praise. 
She bloom'd a blushii^ Rose, amidst a wreath of 
Bays! 

Oh Harp rever'd! if round each silent strii^ 
The deathless wreath of .Fame should foiidly 
twine, 
'Tis not for thee th' admiring Muse shall sing, 
. But for the tuneful Maid who woke thy sounds, 
divine ! 
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Then rest^ in torpid silence rest; 

Mute be thy chords^ and mute the Muse's song; 

Louisa joins an heavenly throng. 
And chants the Pjbans of the blest ! 
There, far remov'd from human Woe, 
Amidst the sainted Choir hek Strains im- 
MOBtal FI4OW ! 



i 



i 
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<' But, nk i beware hoyr tliou sliallb 4ing 
^' Tby hot ^ulse o*er the qi4v*ri])g atciDgy 
^ How thou anot^^r't nt^me shall raise^ 
'^ How gild another with thy praise !" 

ARMIDA TO RIMALDO* 

ORACLE, Jan. 5th, 
1791- 



TO 



THE MUSE OF POETRY. 

Exult, my MysE ! exult to see 
Each envious, waspish, jealous thing 
Around its harmless venom fling, 
And dart its powerless fa^ngs at Thee ! 
Ne'er shalt Thou bend thy radiant wing 
To sweep the dark revengeful string ; 
Or meanly stoop to steal a ray, 
E'en from Rinaldo's glorious lay, 
Tho' his transcendent Verse should twme 
About thy heart each bliss divine. 



f 
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O Muse ador'd ! I woo thee now 
From jron bright Heaven to hear my vow ; 
From thy blest wk^ a plume Til jsiteal, 

Aod with its bumiiig pomt record 

Each firm indbsoluble word, 
And with my lips the proud oath seal! 
I SWEAR !-^0 YE whose soul like mine 
Beams with poetic rays divine^ 
Attend my voice; — ^whate'er my Fate 
In thiis precarious wiid'ring state, 
Whether the Fiends, with rancorous ire, 
Strike at my heart's unsullied fire, 
While busy Envy's recreant guile 
Calls from my cheek the pitying smile 
Or jealous Slander, mean and vain, 
Essays my mihd's best boast to stab ; 
Should $31 combine' to chieck my lays. 
And tear me froin thy fost'ring gaze, 
Ne'er will I quit thy burning eye^ 
Till my lai|t, eager, gaisping sigh 
Shall, from its earthly mjansion ftown> 
Embrace thee on thy starry Throne 

Sweet soother of the pensive breast ! 
Come, in thy softest splendours dressed; 
Bring with thee Reason, chastely mild. 
And CLASSIC Taste — ^her loveliest child ; 

4 
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- And radiant Fancy's ofFspring bright j 
Then bid them all their charms unite. 
My mind's wild rapture to inspire 
With thy own SACKED, genuine FiBB. • 

I ask no fierce terrific strain, 
That rends the breast with tort'ring pain ; 
No frantic flight, no labour'd art. 
To wring the fibres of the heart! 
No frenzy'd Guide, that madd\iing flies 
O'er cloud-wrapp'd hills — thro' burning skies; 
That sails upon the midnight blast, 
Or, on the howling wild wave cast. 
Plucks from their dark and rocky bed 

The yelling Demons of the deep. 
Who, soaring o'er the Comet's head, 

The bosom of the welkin sweep ! 
Ne'er shall my hand, at Night's full noon. 
Snatch from the tresses of the moon 
A sparkling crown of silv'ry hue. 
Besprent with studs of frozen dew. 
To deck my brow with borrow'd rays, 
That feebly imitate the Sun's bich blaze. 

Ah lead me not, dear gentle Maid, 
To poison'd bow'r or haunted glade ; 
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Where beck'ning spectres shrieking glare 

Along the black infected air ; 

While bold ^* fantastic thunder s^^ leap, 

Ittdignant, 'midst the clamVous deep, 

As envious of its louder tone, 

While lightnings shoot, and mountains groan 

With close pent fires, that from their base 

^url them amidst the whelming space ; 

Where Ocean's yawning throat resounds, 

And, gorg'd with draughts of foamy ire. 
Madly o'erleaps its crystal bounds, 

And soars to quench the Sun's proud fire. 
While Nature's self shall start aghast. 
Amid the desolating blast. 
That grasps the sturdy Oak's firm breast, 
And, tearing off its shatter'd vest. 
Presents its gnarled bosom, bare. 
To the hot li^tning's withering glare ! 

Transcendent Muse ! assert thy rights 
Chase from thy pure Parnassian height 
Each bold usurper of thy Lyre, > 
Each phantom of phosphoric fire, 
That dares, with wild fantastic flight 
The timid child of Genius fright; 
That dares with pilfered glories «hine 
^ong the dazzling frenzy'd line, 
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Where tinsel spleniours cheat the Hoady 
While Reason^ tremUh^ finr behioc^ 
Drops from her blushii^ front tby Bat9> 
And scorns to share the wrtaih of praise. 

But when DIVINE Rinaldo fSi^s 
Soft raptore oW die bounding strings; 
When the bright flame thast fiUs his soul 
Bursts thro' the flame of calnv coidrol. 
And on enthusiastic \nngs 
To Heayen's Eternal Mansion springs, 
Or^ darting thro' the yielding skies, 
O er earth's disastrous valley flies ; 
Forbear his glorious flight to bind ;, 
Yet o'er his true poetic Mind 
Expand thy chaste celestial ray^ 

Nor let fantastic fires diflbse 

Deluding lustre round his muse. 
To lead her glorious steps astray ! 
Ah! let his matchless habp prolong. 
The thrUUng Tone, the classic song ; 
Still bind his Brow \¥ith deathless Bays, 
Still gkant his Vebsb — a> Nation's 

Praise* 

But if, by false persuasion led, 

His varying Fa^^cy e'er should tread 
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The paths of vitiated Taste, 
Where folly spreads a " weedy waste j" 
Oh ! may he feel no more the genuine fire 
Fhat warms his tuneful Soul and prompts 

THY SACRED LyRE. 



Note, This address to the Muse of Poetry vna called forth 
by an illiberal and apjustt attack of a Biva]» Poetess ! 



THE BLUE BELL. 



Blue Bell ! bow gayly art tfaou drest, 
How neat and trim art thou, sweet flow'r 

How silky ia thy azure vest, 
How fresh, to flaimt at morning's hour ! 

Couldat thou but tkink, I well might say 

llou art as proud in rich array 

As lady blithesome, youi^ and vain, 

Prank'd up with folly and disdain, 

Vauotii^ her pow'r. 

Sweet flow'r ! 

Blue Bell ! O ! couldst Ihou but behold 
^leside diee where a rival reigns, 
deck'd in robe of glossy gold, 
Vitb speckled crown of luby stains ! 
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Couldst thou but see this cowslip gay. 
Thou wouldst with envy faint, and say. 
Hence from my sight, plebeian vain. 
Nor hope, on this my green domain. 
For equal poVr, 

Boldflow'r! 

Poor rivals ! could ye but look round, 

On yonder hillock you would see 
llie Nettle, with its stings to wound, 

The Hemlock, fraught with destiny^ 
On them the suti its morning beam 
Pours in as rich, as proud a stream 
As on the fairest rose that rear^ 
Its blushing brow 'midst nature's tears, 
Chilling its pow'r. 

Faint flow'r* 

Then why dispute this vnde domaiii, 
Since nature knows no partial care. 

The nipping blast, the pelting rain, 
Both will vrith equal rUin share. 

Then what is'^'vain distinction, say, 

But the short blaze of Summer's day i 

And what is pomp br beauty's boast ? 

An empty shadow, seen and lost I 

6uch is thy pow'r--^ 

Vain flow'r! 
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NEGLECT. 



Ah ! cold NEGLECT ! more chilling far 
Than Zembla's blast or Scythia's snow ; 

Sure bom beneath a luckless star 

Is he who, after ev'ry pain 

Has wrung his bosom's tend'rest vein, 
To fill his bitter cup of woe, 

Is destin'd thee to know. 

The smiles of fame, the pride of tmth^ 
All that can lift the glowing mind> 

The noblest energies of youth, 

Wit, Valour, Genius, Science, taste! 

A form by all that's lovely grac'd, 
A soul where virtue dwells enshrin'd, 

A prey to thee we find ! 
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The spring of life looks fresh and gay. 

The ilowra of hocy bud around, 
We think that ev'ry mom is May ; 
While Hope and rapture fill the breast. 
We hold rdlection's loss a jest, 

Nor own that sorrow's shaft can wound, 

TiU cold NEGLECT is found. 

« 

Ah! then, how sad the world appears. 
How false, how idle are the gay ! 

Mom only breaks to witness tears. 

And eVning closes but to shew 

That darkness mimics human woe. 
And life's best dream a summer day 

lliat shines and fades away. 

Some dread disease and others' woe ! 

Some visionary torments see ; 
Some shrink unpitied love to know. 
Some writhe beneadi oppression's fangs, 
And some with jealous, hopeless pangs ; 

But whatsoe'er my fate may be, 

O! keep neglect from me! 
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E'en after death let Mem'ry^s hand^ 

Directed by the moonlight ray^ 

Weave o'er my grave a cypress band, 

And bind the sod with curious -care, 

And scatter flow'rets fresh and fair, 

And oft the sacred tribute pay. 

To keep Neglect away ! 
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ODE 



TO MY BELOVED DAUGHTER, 



On ter BtrOt-Dag, October 18, 1794. 



^is not an April-day, 
Nor rosy Summer's burning hour, 

Nor Ev'nii^'s sinking ray, 
That gilds rich Autumn's yellow boVr, 
Alone, that £Eules away ! 
life is a variegated, tedious span, 
A sad and toilsome road, the weaiy traveller, Man ! 

lis not the base alone 
That wander through a desert drear. 

Where SobroVs plaintive tone 
Calls Echo from her cell to hear 
The soul-subduing moan ; 
▼OL. !• o 
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Iq haunts where Virtue lives retir'd we sei^ 
The agonizmg wounds of hopeless Misery I 

Tis not in titles vain. 
Or yet in costly trappings rare^ 

Or Courts where Monarchs reign, 
Or Sceptre, Crown, or regal Chair^ 
To quell the throb of pain ; 
The hUtidy hour of rest alone, we find, ' ' -' - 
Springs from that sacred source. Integrity of Mind ! 

PowV cannot give us health, . 
Or lengthen out our breathing day ! 

Nor all the stores of wealth 
The sting of conscience chase away ! 
Time seals each charm by stealth. 
And, spite of di that Wisdom can devise, 
Still to the vale of Death our dreary pathway lies ! 






Mark how the Seasons go ! 
Spring passes by m liveliest green, 
i M \n .-Then Summer's trappings glow, A 

Then Autumn's tawny vest is seen. 
Then Win tee's locks of snow T 
With true Philosophy each chaise explore, . 
Read Nature's page divine! and mock theJPe- 
dant'alore*. ,^ V- 
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Life's race prepar'd to rud, 
Welmke to Yoatfa's exultiiig glee ; 

Alas! bow soon ^ done ! 
IVk iklly^ like blossoms from tbe tree, 
Yet ripe, by Reason's son ; 
^Ile cherish'd fhut m Winteb's gloom shall be 
Aii i^aiwstibngfat and fair---of Immortality! 

Sweet comfort of my days ! 
While yet in Youth's ecstatic prime, 

Illmn'd by Vibtue's rays, 
IfaJLhaod shiall snatch from passing Time 
A ivreath that lie'er decays ! 
That when cdd age &s3\ shrink from worldly careit,. 
A^Gfeofm oil conscious Pence may deck thy silvar 
hairs! 

We are bat busy Ants, 
We toil through Summeb's vivid ^ow 

To hoard for Winteb's wants ; 
Our brightest prospects fraught widi W09, 
Andifaomy all our haunts ! 
Then lelrlthe the Child of Wisdom's pfam, 
'i^Auilevhia'JIitde hour as cheerful as he can L 
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The Being we adore 
Bids all the face of Nature smile! 

The wisest can no more \ 
Tlian view it^. and revere the while ! 
Then let us not explore 
Things hidden in the mysteries of Fate ; 
Man should rely on Heaven, nor murmur at. his state 1 

Thouiart more dear to me 
Than fflghty or sense, or vital air ! 
For ev'iy day I sec 
'. Presents thee with a nund more fair ! 
Richipearl, in life's rude Sea! 
Ofal may thy mental graces still impart ' 
The balm that soothes. to rest. a Mother's tiemb* 
lii^ heart! 

Still may revolvii^ years 
£xpand die virtues of thy mind! 
And may Affliction's tears 
Thy peaceful pillow never find ; 
Nor fruitless hopes — nor fears : 
May n(x ke^ paiq;s thy halcyon bowV invade, •■ 
But ev'iy thought bebliss^till iky kut hour shaU fade! 



I 
I 

* 
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ODE 



TO WINTER. 



Hail! Tyrant of the gloomy season, hail! 
I greet thine hoary broW and viss^e pale : 
I greet thy grey and solemn eye. 

Thy bosom deathly cold, 
Thy breath, that breathes to petrify, 
Thy snowy crest, which thick'ning clouds enfoldl 

Pareiit of Desolation! numbing poVrl 
Nature first heard thee in the stormy hour; 
And, on the bleak hill's shaggy side. 
Beheld thee on the howlii^ whirlwind ride : 
While, withering in the wild Wast keen, 
Her beauteous progeny were seen. 
Woods, meadowSj flow'rets gay, and velvet hillocks 
green. 
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She heard tfay voice, both loud and deep. 
The loftiest mountains sweep, 

Echoing their cavem'd haunts among. 

With cadence fiercely strong. 
She mark'd thy sable robe, wide spread 
Upon the tall cliff's barren head : 

Blank solitudes of dazzling snow 
Dbplay thy drear domain ; 
^nd, in the peopled hamlets of the plain, 

Intolerable Despot f shiv'ring Woe 
And pale-ey'd Famine mark'd thy powV, 
Lord of the freezing hour ! 



» r J 
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Riven, whose clamour spread around',^ 
'Mid Sununer's glow, a pleasing sound; ^ 

Moaning, or rippling slow along,^ 

Embroidered banks among-r- 
Woods, that, liodding o'er the steep, 

The misty summits crown, 
And> while t^e evenii^ breezes sleep, 
Wave to the setting Sun their branches: brown 



The shallow brooks, that, when soft May 

Shewed her flush'd bosom, fiow'd so fast, . 
Now mute in icy fetters stay. 

And motionless endure the blasts- 
All, to thy fierce and desolating sway. 
Yield, scowling Dbspot of the short-liv'd day ! 



ODE TO 'WINTER. 199 

Within the cottage, low and niean, 
Pale Poverty's chill'd group is seen ; 
Tho' not far off, across the plain, 
The senseless and loxurious train 

f 

Of Pomp and Folly revel, gay. 

The festive hours away! 

The plenteous board, the blazing fire. 

The jest and vacant smile ; 
The pheering cup, the warm attire, 

-The freezkig nights beguile. '' 

Unheard by pleasure's train, the North wind blows, 
Th^ sink on beds of down, to sweet and long repose. 

O petrifying Pow'r ! 

They little heed the darkest hour ; ^ >'; -■ 
For, while with Fortune's favoinrs Uest,^ *' 
With days of luxury and n^hts of rest> ^ - - ^ 
PitiDE scarce remembers Mi s'rt's shrinking Kind, 
Who freeze beneath the cutting wind ; 
Who on the snowy desert stray, / ^' 

Or plough the wild and wat'ry way; 
Who, doom'd no dawning hour of Hope fo ied, 
linger thro' length'ning days, or, Tyrant, yield 

TO THEE ! 
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HORATIAN ODE. 



Say, when the captive bosom feels 

A magic spell around it wove. 
While o'er the cheek the soft blush steals ; 

Say, is it Love ? 

Wiih pensive mien and devious pace, 

To seek the dark embowering grove ; 
The pale moon's quiv'ring beams to trace; 

Say, is it Love? 

When, chain'd to one dear lonely spot, 

« 

Tlie bosom feels no wish to rove, 
jUl odier scenes of bUss foi^ot ; 

Say, is it Love? 

To tremble, while o*er Fancy's eye 

A thousand dreadful visions move ; 

To hope, to fear, to weep, to sigh ; 

Say, is it Love i 
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To seek occasioDs, taise and weak, 

Hie DABLiKo OBJECT to reprove; 
To look, what language faib to speak ! 

Say, b it Love ? 

To chide for ev*ry trivial crime ; 

To bid him from your rage remove ; 
To guide with Hope the wings of Time; 

Say, is it Love i 

To know no cheerful mora of rest ; 

No bahny hour of sleep to prove ; 
To hold Philosophy a jest ! 

Say, is it Love ? 

To cherish grief, nor dare coipplain ; 

To enir^ samted souls above ; 
While jealous angubh rends the brain ; 

Say, is it Love ? 

Long have I, doom'd, alas ! to grieve. 
Against the fell enchantment strove ; 
Then, Fate, ah ! let me '' cease to live, 

dB CEASE TO LOVE }7 
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FOR THE IStfa OF JANUARY, 1794^ 



This Muse who pours the votive straiD, 

Weeps o'er each tributary line. 
And grieves to know that conscious pai% • 

Perverts her glorious great design. 
Alas ! in vain of joys she sings, 
While Pity shackles Rapture's wings, 
And meek Dejection's trickling tear 
Responsive flows to sighs sincere; 
While Meditation, fraught with rending woes, 
To ev'ry fec^lii^ mind a scene of misery shews. 

Bleak blows the petrifying gale 
Upon the Peasant's rushy roof! 

His breast a thousand pangs assail. 
As though his HEAUT were tempest-proof! 



His shivViBg nifiints round himmotirB, : 
And ciy ^* Ah ! when will sprino retui&P'* 
'^ Do ALL, like us, distress endure ! 
" So cold, so bui^iy, and so poor^" *v ^ 
Yet when their day is past stem fate besdows' • 
The balmy hour of rest, which greatness seldcmi knows. 

. . ^ J . » 

No more. Reflection, sorrowing tnaid) ' ^- 
Cer reason cast Ay-awftd veil;./'"' ' ' 
Where mirth, in careless gar% am^d, 
And smiles, and thoughtless jests prevail. 
For shouldst thou trace, withpenave i[ni(% 
The fatal agonizing scene * 

Where I^ons wade through human go^!^*- 
And DEATH shoots swift from shorci to TiSore ! 
The splendid glare of revelry would ftdi^; ^'V 
And all its phantoms sink in sorrow's wheliBing'^l^ule* 

For FANCY'm^ht, perchance^ de^ciy * < ^ « = 

The woe which pleasure's tribe ne'^ir i^ii^. 
The bleedit^ breast! the phrenzied eye ! '" ^ '*> 

Tliat chill the soul with fearful awe ! 
FAifCY might paint th* embattled plains ^-^ 
Th^ shrieking wife, the breatUeas.sivMB,' ^ 
The blazing cot, the houseless child, . ^ 
Driv n on Misfortune's rugged wild! ' ■ ' 
And TRUTH might whisper to the poqd^iiig.'mtnd, 
** Such is the chequer'd lot of half the humm k)iidr^ 
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Ye threat^nii^ storms malignanty fty ! . 

Cloud Botthis fair, this festive dky; . 

Burst forth to qdendour,. lowering sky, ■ ' 
And flash around a vivid ray. 
SwifUy come, whisperii^ zephyrs, chase 
The. tears that bathe.Reflection's 6ice ! 
Bid mournful Memory cease to gaze 
On liv^ier scenes of peaceful days, 
When ev'ry morning breeze^ that found our isle, 
Awoke her hardy sons to labour and to smile* . 

Now let the ganAy tribe advance, 

Let only present joys be known. 
And let blithe beauty's lightning-glance 
Dart lustre round Britannia's throne* 
Yet, if ami^ the dazzling sight 
A sparkling tear of liquid light. 
Drawn by a s^h from pity^s breast. 
Should fall, to gem the regal crest { . 
O ! may it shine with Heav'n's approving blaae. 
An attribute divine, to mock inferior rays ! 

Come, soft-e/d Hope ! in spotless vest. 
Come, and our brows with olive deck ! 
Bathe with thy balm the human breast. 
And rear new charms on nature's wreck ; 
Bid drooping Commerce thrive agam ; 
Spread rapture o'er tire rustic plain; 
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Wash with the spring from mebct's eye 
The blood that bids the laubel die ! 
And sjNread once more around this fayoiir*d isle 
The fost'ring rays of Peace ! and bid fiur freedom 
smile. 
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TO PEACE: 



FROM THE " SHRINE OF BERTHA," 



A NOVEL, 



BY MISS ROBINSON. 



O Peacb ! thou nymph of modest mien ! 

Where, where, dost thou delight to stray ? 

Dost thou o W mountains bend thy way, 
When evening spreads its shade serene ? 
Or dost thou fly from scorching light, 

To seek the tufted vale i 
Or, 'midst the solenm noon of night. 

Lost to the love-lorn minstrers tale i 
Or in the Hermit's solitary cell, 
In simple vestment clad, with holy Silence dwell ? 
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Fair, first-bom, placid child of Jove ! 

An humble suppliant deign to hear ; 

If, from thy starry-spangled sphere, 
Thou.stoop'st o'er mortal scenes to rove ; 

If ever to the lonely shed 
Of l^ony and grief 

Thy slow and timid footsteps tread. 
To hnog the balm of sure relief; 
Oh ! quickly come, and through each aching vein 
Thy sainted balsam pour, to lull my fev'rish brain. 

Tlie vain, the busy world I scorn ; 
I seek no gaudy scenes of guile. 
Where felsehood courts with murdVous smile^ 
And pleasure mocks the wretch forlorn : 
To unillumin'd caves 111 fly. 

Or climb the mountain's crest ; 
And, hid from ev'ry curious eye. 
Steal softly to thy halcyon breast ; 
Where soothing visions round my form shall move,' 
And one long tranquil dream my weary senses prove f 

Already from my throbbing hemt 

The killii^ shaft of anguish flies ; 

Hope sparkles in my grateful eyes,. 
And reason blunts afiliction's dart I 
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About tny waist Ho myrtle weHVes ; 

No rose adonis my brow ; 
Nor yet the'popp/s numlHi^ leaves ; 
Nor yet the laurel's pompous bough ; 
Then, Peace ! thy healing olive let me own^ 
And let me steal thro' life — ^unenvied and unknown. 




fiOQ 



ODE 



' • I 



IN IMITATION OF POPE. 
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How blest is he who^ born to treacl 
The silent paths of sweet repose^ 
Finds peace beneath the rural shed, 

Which pomp— ne'er knows. 

Who roves, with independent mind. 

O'er hills, and meads, and floVry plains, 
That feast on nature's lap to find 

Which pride — dis'dains ! 

How blest to sin^ and talk, sOid smile, 

The busy envious world forgot. 
To fear no lurking stings of guile. 

In his low cot. 

VOL. I. P 
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* 

When high the matm lark is seen, 

With flutt'iring wings and shrilly song^ 
He saunters o'er the dewy green, 

Fearless of wroi^* 

And when the sditry fsofi flames high. 
He seeks the silent shade or dell, 
No fierce banditti lurking nigh, 

With murdVons spell 

As evening's crimson shadows fade. 

And twilight spreads its mantle grey,. 
He plods along the upland glade. 

Serenely gay ! 

Then on some paffet clean and low, 

He steeps, ncNr dreams of ills the while^ 
And when the eastern mountains glow,' 

He wakes — ^to smile. 

He shuns tlie pride of wealth and birth: — 

No vassal^s lorcj — ^no tyrant's slave ! 
Hb hut, the haunt of modest worth. 

The tiirf— hfa grave. 
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TO APATHY. 



Welcome, thou petrifyii^ powV ! 
Come, fix on me-tliy vaqaat eye^ 
Which never on thy ftozen breast 
(Insepsate thvoae o{> torpid rest) 
Phropp'd the soft tear oi ^mpadiy. 
In pity's graoeftilsho^r*' — 
Whos^ heart' ne'er throbVd with pleasivo or \<dtb pain, 
Melted with lbndrtgi>et or glpw'd with pNHid dikl|un« 

Dull Maid ! to thee my willing vows I pay, 

Thoa^(»|BOr fortune nor etfprice can dnnge; 
With thee I'll waste tke loidelighted day. 

With thee, upwHidful ol sdl mature, range: 
The sun-deck'd mountain or the murm'ring main,, 
The bleak hill'fl summit, winter's frozea plaki. 
Appear alike, O Apathy ! to thee: 
Then welcome^ nunabbg pow'r! my idol thou 
ahaltbe. 
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Thy poppy wreath shall bind my brow^^ 

Dead'ning the sense of pain ; . 
And while to thee I pay my vows^ 

A chillii^ tide shall steal thro' every veidy^ 
Pervade my heart, and ev'ry carcf beguile, 
While my wan cheek sludl bear tby ever vapid snule;^ 

Amidst the vast expanse of scene 

Which mem'ry traces, still my mind 
Shall rest, O Apathy ! serene. 

Patient, content, resigned! 
When fancy paints tiie past repose> 

Which taught tny weary eyes 
On luxury's smooth couch to close, 
And bad me with the cheerful mom to rise^ 
No tear shall steal my soft regret to shew, 
No sigh shall swell my breast, for ev'iy woe 
Shall find its balm — dear Apathy, in thee ! 
Thou best and potent cure for human misery! 

Happy are diose who, taught by thee. 

Behold with tranquil mind 
The changes of their destiny. 
The sombre and the rosy hours, 
And still with opiate iBow rs • 

Their icy bosoms bind ! ' 

To them, the wreath of friendship torn 
Presents no agonizing thorn ; 



TO apathV.^ £13^ 

Ingratitude its fangs in vain 

Upon my heaft may bear^ 
For, dead to ev'ry touch of pain, 

Thine adamantine shield is there ! 
Sustain'd by thee, die breast of stone . 

Bounds not with synipathetic grace. 

Nor stoops the weedy path to trace, 
Where mis'r/s children groan ! 

Pale sickness lifts the languid eye. 

To see thee pass unpitying by. 
While poverty's gaunt sons, in silent pride, 

Steal to some lonely spot obscure, 
And, nobly organized, deride 

Those ills which patient virtue cannot cure. 

When love his tyrant pow*r would prove, 
Thou, vapid dreamer, still to thee 
My darksome pilgrimage shall be. 

Thro* forest drear and unfrequented grove ; 
Heedless, my footsteps still shall go 
O'er flow'iy meads or wilds of snow j 
The burning beams of noon shall fall 
On my scorch'd breast — unheeded all ; 
The cold moon, gleaming mild and pale, 
Shall o'er the woody mountains sail. 
Or quiver on the swelling sea, 
Unmark'd by me ! 



^ 



ftl4 TO APATHY. 

For I, by ApATfiT posteas'd. 
Shall taste one ^eajfk of soiitaiy rea^ 
One dark imvaried dream — ^taU fate 
Shall from this |>ufly M^d'ring staite 
My speIL<9ciivM aoid set free — 
£ndii^ Miy fboft-lii'd powV^ ^ongealiiig Apathy. 
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TO THE SUN-BEAM. 



Thou bazzling beam of fervid lightl 

Thy long and potent reign, 
With sultry tyranny and arrow bright^ 

Now desolates the plain ! 
The with'ring herbage shrinks from thee ; 
Thou bum'st with ruthless fire the tree ; 
The daisied heath is yellow'd o'er— 
And dewy fragrance greets the sense no more. 

Emblem of worldly joy ! I see 

Life's grandest scenes epitomiz'd by thee ! 

Gaudy and pleasing ; but awhile ; — 

And then how sick'ning they appear--* 

How dark ! how drear! 
For when the bright hours cease to smile^ 
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How lone the midnight gloom steals by! 

And, Oh ! how chillii^ is the beamless sky ! 

3o WOBLDLY soBROW comes, when splendour 

fiides — 
A blank of solitude^ a barren waste of 

shades! 
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BEAUTY'S CRAVE, 



Unhappy has the traveller been 

Who, where the languid flowVets wave, 
The glitt'ring tears of mom has seen 

On beauty's grave ! 

< 

Who, when the scorching hour of day 

Its fiercest lustre bade him brave. 
Has shuddered near the icy clay 

Of beauty's grave ! 

Who, when the tempest yell'd afar. 

Has heard the sighing zephyrs wave, 
As slowly rose the ev'niii^ star. 

On beauty's grave ! 

Lorn is the wand'ret* who beholds 

Near the swift brook's unwearied wave, 
The grass-green mantle that enfolds 

Beauty's low grave ! 
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And sad, when twilight's shadows close. 

To hear the wild aifectioiis rave 
Aroiwd the bed of still repose, 

Pale beauty's grave ! 

There, while the faint moopi rises hi^, 

The if^arent mourns, who could not save, 
Yet sees his hope, his treasures lie 

In beauty's grave! 

Yet on that turf ihe sweetest fiow'rs. 
With daisies, ruby-e/d, shall wave. 
And SfHriog shidl shed its softest show'rs. 

On beauty's grave ! 
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LINES 



TO THJt 



MEMORY OF A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 



» Tate natchM hiiii early to the pitying sky.**— F0?& 



If WoUTHy too early to tb^ gra^ aynagn'd^ 

Can clwlB the pitykig tear or touch the mind; 

If manly saatisieBts, unstaia'd by art, 

CqhU waken Friendship or deUgtt the heart; 

Ill-fated yoirih ! to thee the Muse diaU pay 

The last 9ftd tribute of a mournful lay ; 

On thy lone grave shall May's soft dews be sbeci^ 

And fairest flow'rets blossom o'^r thy head ; 

The droc^ing lily, and the snow-drop pale. 

Mingling their fragrant leaves, shall there recline, 
While Cherubs, hov'ring on th' ethereal gale, 

ShaU chant a requiem o'er the hallow'd shrine. 
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And if Reflection's piercing eye should scan 
The trivial frailties of imperfect Man ; 
If in thy generous heart those passions dwelt 
Which all should own^ and all that live have felt; 
Yet was thy polish'd mind so pure, so brave, 
The young admir*d thee, and th^ old forgave. 
And when stem Fate, with ruthless rancour, pressed 
Thy withering graces to her flinty breast. 
Bright Justice darted from her bless*d abode. 
And bore thy Virtues to the throne of God; 
While cold Oblivion, stealing o*er thy mind, 
Each youthful folly to the grave consign'd* 

» 

O ! if thy purer spirit deigns to know 
£ach thought that passes in this vale of woe. 
Accept the incense of a tender tear. 
By Pity wafited on a sigh sincere. 
And if the weeping Muse a wreath could give 
To grace thy tomb and bid thy Virtues live. 
Then Wealth should blush the gilded mask to wear, 
And Avarice shrink, the victim of Despair; 
While Genius, bending o'er thy sable bier. 
Should mourn her darling Son with many a tear. 
While in her pensive form the world should view 
The ONLY Parent that thy sorrows knew. 
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ODE 



INSCRIBED TO THE INFANT SON Oh' 



S. T. COLERIDGE, Esq. 



Born Sefi, 14^ 1800, ui Kesivieky in CumberJmS* 



Spirit of LloHt ! whose eye unfolds 
The vast expanse of Nature's plan ! 

And from thy eastern throne beholds 
The msay paths of th» lorn traveller— Man! 

To thee I sing ! Spirit of Light , to thee 

Attune the varying strain of wood-wild minstrelsy! 

O Pow'r Creative! — ^but for Thee 
Eternal Chaos all things would enfold ; 

And black as Erebus this ^stem be, 
In its ethereal space — benighted — ro|[rd. 

But for thy influence, e'eii this day 

Would slowly^ sadly; pass away; 
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Nor prondly mark the Mother's tear of joy. 
The smile seraphic of the baby boy. 
The Father's eyes, in fondest transport taught 
To beam with tender hope — to speak the enrap* 
tat^d thought. 

To thee I sing, Spirit of Light ! to thee 
Attune the strain of wood-wild minstrelsy. 

« 

Thou saii'st o'er Skidd Aw's heights sublime. 
Swift borne upon the wings of joyous time ! 
'the sunny train, with wideniQ^ sw^Pjt 
Rolls blazing down the misty-manded steep; 
And &r and wide its ro^ ray 
Flushes the dewy-siher'd breast of day ! 
Hope-fost'ring day ! which nature bade impart 
Heav'n's proudest rapture to the par^it's heart. 
Day! first ordain'd to see the baby prest 
Close to its beauteous mother's throbbing breast ; 
While instinct, in its laughing eyes, foretold. 
The mind susceptible — <he spirit bold— 
The lofty soul — ^the viptuesk prompt to trace 
The wroi^s that haunt mankind o'er life's tern 
pestuous space. 

r 

HoMANTic mountains! from whose bvows 
sublime 

Imagination might to frenzy turn! 
Or to the starry worlds in fancy climbs 

Scomii^ this low earth's solitary bourn— 
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Bold Cataracts ! on whoae headloi^ tide 
Hie mdsiglu whirlwinds howling ride — 
Calnirbosom'd Lakes! that trembliog hail 
The cold breath of the mormng gale ; 
And on your lucid mirrors wide display, 
Ift colours piehy m dewy lustre gay, 
Mountains and wQodliMidsy as the dialed dawn 
Flings its soli; pearl-drops on the summeF lawn ; 
Or p^ moiwalight, rising slow, 
WfaUe o'er the bills the ev^iing zephyrs blow : — 
Ye all shaH lend your wonders — all combine 
To bless the niABY boy with harmonies divine* 

Q BABY ! when thy uacbiun'd tongue 

Shall, lisping, speak thy fond surprise; 
When the rich strain thy &ther sung^ 

Shall from thy imitative accents rise ; 
When thro'^ thy soul rapt Fancy shsdl diffuse 
The mightier magic of his loftier Muse ; 
Thy waken'd spu it, wond'ring, shall behold 
.Thy natix^ moimtaios, capp'd with streamy gold ! 
Thy native Lakes, their clouds topp'd hills among, 
O ! hills! made sacred by thy parent's song! 
Then shall, thy sotd, legitimate, expand, 
And th^ proud I.YRB quick throb at thycommand! 
And Wis DO My ever watchful, o'er diee smile. 
His white Jocks waving to the Uast tlie while > 
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And pensive ReasoK, pointing to the Ay^ 
Bright as the mornif^ star her clear broad eye^ 
Unfold the page of Nature's book sublime^ 
The lore of ev'iy age — the boast of ev'iy clime! 

Sweet baby boy ! accept a Stbanobr's song; 

An untaught Minstrel joys to sing of thee ! 
And, all alone^ her forest haunts among. 

Courts the wild tone of mazy harmony ! 
A Stran gee's song ! babe of the mountain wild^ 
Greets thee as Inspiration's darling child ! 
O i may die fine-wrought spirit of thy sire; 
i\wake thy soul and breathe upon thy lyre ! 
And blest, amid thy mountain haunts sublime^ * 

Be all thy days, thy rosy infant days, 
And may the never-tiring steps of time 

Press lightly on with thee o'er life's disastrous 
maze. 

Ye hills, coeval with the birdi of time ! 

Bleak summits, link'd in chains of rosy light ! 

O may your wonders many a year invite 
Your native son the breezy path to climb ; 
Where, in majestic pride of solitude. 

Silent and grand, the hermit thovghT shall 
trace, 

Far o'er the wild infinity of space, ^ •* 
The sombre horrors of the waving wood; 
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The misty glen ; Ihfi river's winding ^y; 
The last deep blush of summer's ling'ring day; 
The winter storm, that, roaming unconfin'd, 
Sails on the broad wii^s of the impetuous wind. 

O ! whether on the breezy height 
Where Skiddaw greets the dawn of light, 
Ere the rude sons of labour homage pay 
To Summer's flaming eye or Winter's banner grey; 
Whether Lodore its silver torrent flings — 
The mingling wonders of ^ )|ipu|a^d ;s|Hings ! 
Whether smooth Basenthwaite, at £y£'s still 
hour. 
Reflects the young moon's crescent pale ; 
Or meditation seeks her silent bow'r. 

Amid the rocks of lonely Borrow dale. 
Still may thy name survive, sweet Boy! till 

Time 
Shall bend to Keswic's vale — thy Skiddaw's 
brow sublune ! 
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TO 



THE POET COLERIDGE. 



Rapt io the visionary theme! 

Spirit Divine! with thbe I'll wander, 
Where the blue, wavy, lucid stream, 

'Mid forest glooms, shall slow meander! 
With THEE ril trace the circling bounds 

Of thy NEW Paradise extended; 
And listen to the varying sounds 

Of vnnds, and foamy torrents blended. 

Now by the source which laboring heaves' 
The mystic fountain, bubbling, panting, 

While Gossamer its net-work weaves, 
Adown the blue lawn slanting ! 
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III mark thy sunm^ dome^ and view 

Thy Caves of Ice, thy fields of dew ! 

Thy ever-blocxmii^ mead, whose flower 

Waves to the cold breath of the mo<»digfat hour! 

Or when the day-star, peering bright 

On the grey wii^ of partmg nig^; 

While more than v^etating pow'r 

Throbs gratefiil to the burning hour, 

As summer's idiiaper'd sighs imfoid 

Her millioq, millicm buds of gold ; 

Then will I climb die iM-eezy bounds, 

Of thy NEW PARADISE extended. 
And listen to die distant sounds 

Of winds, and fo^my torrents Mended ! 

Spirit divine! with thee 111 trace 
Imagination's boundless space ! 
Widi thee, beneadi thy mnny dome, 
111 listen to the minstrel's lay. 
Hymning die gradual close (rf day ; 
In Caves of Ice enchanted roain. 
Where on the glitt'ring entrance plays 
The moon's-beam with its silv'ry raya ; 
Or, when glassy stream. 

That thro' the deep dell flows^ 
Flashes tbe noon's hot beam ; 
The noon's hot beam, that undway diowf 

2 



Thy flaming Sr^emf^iei studded oW 
With all Ptett^yiA's^llmtroili 9toie ! 
There will I tsaeeidie cindiDgiKNmds 

And listen to die avrfiddOunEby 

Of wmds^ ;aiiHfo9Wf^tfvitet8'tteiiM 

r 

* 

And now I'llipadbefto imtch ittie moan 

Of distant bycttMs, siuvim'fiitit^, ' 
Nowy ere the twfligfit liatB'afe^fibwQ^ 
Purpling the hmdMiapey £ir and mde/ 
On the dark ipRMnotftc^'s side . 

m gadier wild Hm^tn,' 4fm besprent, 
And wdms}a'ctb«^»Mr't*ir&E; 
Genius of Heav'n-taught poesy ! 
While^ op^niiiglto my mronfl^nDg «ye6. 
Thou bidst a new CTotim^nBe, 
m raptur'd tracfe^lhe dbcling boumls' 

Of thy RICH B*AmAif<#s ^attand^d. 
And listen Ip^iouyiii^ s<iunds 

Of windsy andinm^ torrents blended. 

And now, «fMi4dlf^iteae8<iiivitlhg, 
Thy. NYMFH, her ddldiber 8wi(t sml^,^ 
Shall wake me 'in Acdtafib 'measures ! 
Far, hr remoy'dfl^omikrortd ]^leastires1 
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In cadence rich, in cadence stroi^^ 
Provii^ the wondrouis witcheries of song ! 

I hear her voice ! thy sunny domey 
Hiy caves of ice, loud repeat, 
Vibrations, madd'niog: sweety 

CaUing the vinonary wandW home. 
She sii^ of THEE, O iavout-'d child 
Cf Minstrelsy, sublimely wild ! 
Of thee, whose soul can feel the tone 
Which gives to airy dreams a magic all thy 
own! 

SAPPHO. 



JUNES 



TO THE REV. J. WHITEHOUSE. 



0> nwRur « MJV r Iw Oda» W«lv pvNMM; Am ttc Ma«% 



In diii dread e«a ! when the Muse's tnun 
Shrink from the honors of &' embatded plain; 
When all that Grecian elq;ance could boast. 
Midst die loud thunders of the scene, is lost ! 
As one vast flame, with force electric huri'd. 
Grasps the roiu'd lemons of th' enlighten'd world) 
The Babd, neglected, droops upon his 1^, 
And all the thrilla of poebt expire ! — 
rhere the meltii^ melody of verse 
in slow murmurs round the soldier's hearse. 
o'er die n^ed sod that shields his cls^ 
tj diants die consecrated lay ! 
Ii ! no more can Fancy's livelier art 
llie dim eye or animate the heart ; 
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Can all the tones that harmony e*er knew 
The sigh suppress, the gushing tear subdue ! 
No charm she owns the bleeding breast to bind. 
The breast that palpitates for human kind. 
Thus did reflection o'er each wounded sense 
Pour the strong tide of reason's eloquence ! 
As, 'midst the scene of desolating woe. 
She mark'd, aghast ! the purple torrent's flow ! 
Man against man opposed, with furious n^, 
To blur with kindred gore life's little stage ; 
While high above the thick'ning legions stood 
Dark-brow'd Revenge ! bath'd in a nation's blood. 

Twas then persuasive Friendship's* soothing pow'r 
Bade Fancy greet thee in thy classic bow'r ! 
There, from the thorny maze of ills retir'd, 
I found the Muse ! and all the Muse admir'd ! 
Fair wreaths of amaranth, a boundless store ; 
Truth's golden pi^e, and wisdom's treasur'd lore ; 
Description's pencil, dipp'd in rainbow dyes ; 
And Genius, first-bom offiiprii^ of the skies^^ 
The harp inspired ! the ever varying song $ 
Correct, thoii^h wild, and elegant, though strong ! 



* Mr. Whitehouse's Odes were conveyed tiirou|^ the handa 
of a fiiend. 
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There Albion's Muse^ in Grecian .b^u|;j drest. 
At once could awe and yiviiy the 'breaft; 
In mingl]iig,cadei]c& time ^p ^^pred j^ejding, \vire,. 
Tosoothej iQ^tpict,. to. soften., or ipfpk^J: . . 

* . . * • • • 

First, tlie Evth/^dsf^. energy she proy'd. 
As o'er the chords hier glowiog. fiogers mPv'dL 
The witching wildness through, oadi fihre stoIeyL 
And seiz'd on all ihe iacuhies of soidi . 
Then fierce Ambition* smote .the wond'ring stringy . 
In strains that bid the azure cpQCflyQ: ring ; 
The deaf 'nii% coi^hiawoke th^ i)atioQ9 .rounds 
And.milhons trembled at the mighty sound ! 

Next, o'er the wond'nttg thrpnfe impetuous War,* 
The lord of slaughter, roU'd hia.bi:a^n car ! 
A flaming br^d the redr^yed mipnister held, , 
And waved; it hi§^ in air,, ^ud madly. y^U'd ! 
While Hok*ror,t vbath'djaagooi^URg dew, 
Before his rattjing whoels distracted flew'; . 
Down his gaunt breast fiist>stream'd the iM:alding tear, 
And now he groan'd aloud, now .shrunk with fear ;^ 
His humid, front was crown'd with. bristUng hair. 
His glance was frenzy, and his voice, despair ! 



* SabjectB of Odes, by the Rev. J. Whitehouse. 

* a * 
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Then jFollow*d Beauty^''^ in whose beaming eye 
Sat sainted Truth^*" coeval with the sky ! 
Her song dispens'decstfitic pleasure rounds 
The soft lyre throbbing to the dulcet sound! 
Tlien elfin tribes in mazy groups advanc'd. 
Flaunted their gaudy trim, and nimbly danc'd ! 
Tun'd tli0ir slbriU voices to the tinklii^ string, 
Or Ut with glow;-wonn'B eyes the grassy ring; 
With wanton ^le^ tb^jur, moonlight gambols kept. 
And deak tl^e witching spisiU where mortals slept* 

Such 13 the powV of Fancy ! such the skill 
That forms her varying shudows to the will I 
To crown her altar, which old time has chose 
Where silver Ca|M[ in silent grandeur flows; 
And many- a turret^ n^any a lofty spire, - 
Marks where pindaric Gray attun'd his lyre ! 
Still shall enamour'd Genius haunt the shrine. 
The Muses' triifpipb,' an^ their smiles — be tlape. 

Yet think not, Bard inspir'd ! that o^er the wreath 
Thy hand has form'd no poison'd blast shall breathe ; 
Tho' blossoms fair in mingling colours vie, 
Bright, but not transient, as the rainbow's die ! 



* Subjects of Odes, by the Rev. J, Whitehouse. 
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£tny will penetrate thy haltTon bow'r, 
And crush with hurried step each rising flow'r ; 
Or tasteless rage, with voice inAuiate, wUd, 
Bid malice triumph where the graces smil'd. 

For oft, where high Ae tree of Genids springs. 
The pale fiend hovers widi her mildew wii^ ; 
Shades the rich foliage from the Ibst'ring ray. 
And marks each leaf for premature decay ; 
Dims the warm g)ow that decorates the Iruit, 
And strikes her lightiung-glaDces to the root ; 
Strips the rent fragments of each latent bloom. 
Nor leaves wie branch to deck the POFFS tomb I 

Such is the fate of Genius! yet when art 
So sweet as thine can elevate the heart ; 
Thou^ Envy's eye, or hate's remorseless rage,' - 
M^ strive to dim the philosophic p<^ ; 
Tho^ war's hot In^th may blast the wreath of feme ; 
Immortal time shall consecrate thy name. 
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TO 



THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHffiE. 



Xhb Nightingale with mourning lay. 

Amid the twilight^s pmpling glow. 
May sweetly hymn the loss of day, 

Whfle echo chants her melting woe ; 
But what can soothe the wounded breast^ 

And ev^ry aching sense beguile — 
Ah\ what can charm the soul to rest, 

like Devon's voice or Devon's smile? 

The modest orb, with trembling light. 

Beams thro' the soft and fresh'nii^ show'r^ 
And, stealing o'er the realm of night, 

Gives lustre to the silent hour; 
But what can cheer the fainting heart, 

When gloomy horror frowns severe—* 
Ah ! what can sympathy impart, 

like Devon'fl sq;h or Devon's tear ? 
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Tho^ nature's proudest "will combined 

To give her form unequaird grace; 
And though the feelings of her mind 

With fine expression mark her fece ; 
Yet as the Casket charms the view 

But till the treasured gem is seen^ 
Her mind demands the tribute due, 

Wfakbc^ekie her beMit]^> clwmliadtie^K 

If there be magic in her tear, 

And if her smile can bliss impart. 

Her sigh is still to feeling dear, 

And well her voice c^n, soothe ^ heart; 

' . ' 

Then where shall wond^'ringfai^^ dwell. 

Nor own exclusive ppwV.the while; , 

O ! say which holds the strongest spoil. 

Her voices, h^r sigh, her tear^ or smile ? 
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IMWIMUn TO 



.F. DE LOUTHEBBOURC, Es<2. IL A, 



On seeu^ ku Vimoi in SwUzerltmif 4*^ t^c. 



Where on tire bosom of the foamy Hhine 
In curling waves the rapid-waters shine ; 
Where towering cUffs in awful grandeur rise, 
And 'midst the blue expanse embrace &e skies; 
The wond'ring eye beholds yon craggy height. 
Ting's with the glow of Evening's fadii^ light, 
Where the fierce cataract, swelling o'er its bound, 
Bursts from its source and dares the dejpith profound. 
On ev'ry side the headlong currents flow, 
Scatt'rin^ their foam like silv'ry sands below : 
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From hill to hill reaponnve ecfaoa sound. 
Loud torrents roar, and dashing waves rebomid ; 
Xh' oppoui^ rocic die azure stream divides. 
The white troth tumblii^ down its sparry ndes ; 
Frcmi fall to fall the glitt'iii^ channels flow, 
Till, lost, they mii^le in die hike below. 
Tremendous spot ! amid thy viewi suhlima, ' 
Hie nwiital ^ht ediereal realms may climb, 
Witii wonder rapt the mi^ty work explore, 
Confess th' Etebnal's pow'r ! and p^uively adore. 

All-vabyinq Natdse ! oft die outstretch'd eye 
Marks o'er the Welkin's brow tbe meteor fly ; 
Marka where the CoHET with impe&unis force 
O'er Heaven's wide ccwcaTe skima its fiery course : 
While on the Alpine steep thin vapours rise. 
Float on the blast — or freeze amidst tbe skies ; 
Or, half cong^d, in flaky frt^menta gUde 
Along the gelid mountain's breezy side ; 
Or, minglii^ with the waste of yieldii^ snow, 
From the vast height in various currents flow. 

Now pale-ey'd Mobkino, at ihy soft command^ 
^e rich landscape spreads her dewy hand; 
o'er the plain the lucid rivers fly, 
-feet mirrors of the dappled sky : 
e fring'd maipn of tbe dimplii^ tide, 
od'rous bud, by Floba's pencil dy'd^ 
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Expands ite velvet leaves of histrous hue, . 

Bath'd in the essence of celestial dew ; 

While from the Metjsor to the simplest Flow'r, 

Prolific Nature !• we behold thy pow'r ! 

Yet has mysterious Heaven with care consigned 

Thy noblest triumphs to the human mind ; 

Man feek the proud pre-eminence impart 

Intrepid firmness to his swelling heart : 

Creation's lord ! where'er he bends his way. 

The tordi of Reason spreads its godlike .ra^. 

As o'er SiciUAN sands the Travller roves, 
Feeds on its fruits and shelters in its groves, 
Sudden amidst the calm retreat he hears 
The pealing thunders in the distant spheres ; 
He sees the curling fiunes from Etna rise, 
Shade the ^een vale and blacken all the skies : 
Around his head the forked Ughtnings glare^ 
The vivid streams illume the stagnant air ; 
The nodding hills hang lowVing o'er the deep, 
The howling winds the clusfriog vineyards sweep ; 
The cavem'd rocks terrific tremors rend, 
Low to die eardi the tawny forests bend ; 
While He, an Atom m the direful scene. 
Views the wild Chaos, wond'ring and serene ; 
The' at his feet sulphureous rivers roll, 
No touch of terror shakes his conscious soul ; 
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His Mind, «nligbten'd by PROMETHkAN'raysy 
Expanding, glows with inteUectual blaze ! 

Such scenes long since th' immortal Poet chdrm'd^ 
His Muse enraptur'd and his Fancy warm'd : 
From them he learnt with magic ey« t* explore 
The dire Arcanum of the Stygian shore ! 
Where the departed spirit, tremblit^, hurl'd 
" With relitless violence round the pendent world/'* 
On the swift wings of whistling whirlwinds nnng, 
PIung*d in. the wave or on tfa^ mountain hui^« 

While o'er yon cliff the ling'nng fires ttf day 
In ruby shadows fiaintly glide dWky, 
The glassy source that feeds th^ CATAk Act's 'stream 
Bears the last image of the solar bdun ; 
Wide o'er the landscape nature's tints d&clbs^ 
The softest picture of sublime repose; ' 
The sober beauties of Eve'i hour serene, 
The scattered tillage, now but dimly se^; ' 
The neighb'ring rock, whose flinty brow, iriclin'd/ 
Shields the clay cottage from die northern wmcl : 
The variegated Woodlands scarce we vieW, 
The distant mountains tihg'd Wiih purple hue'; 
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Shakespeare's Measure for Measure. 
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PiJe twilight flings her mantle o'er the skies, 
From the still lake the misty vapours rise ; 
Cold shoVrs, descendii^ on the western breeze, 
Sprinkle with lucid drops the bending trees, 
Whose spreading branches, o'er the glade reclin'd. 
Wave their dank leaves and murmur to the wind. 

Such scenes, O LoutHEBBOUHo, thy pencil fir'd, 
Warm'd thy great mind, and every touch inspired : 
Beneath thy hand the vaiying colours glow. 
Vast mountains rise, and crystal rivers flow : 
Thy wondrous Genius owns no pedant rule. 
Nature's thy guide, and Nature's works thy school: 
Pureoer her stepsr, each- rival's a^ defy,^ 
For while she charms t^t Name shall never die. 



tot. t. 



MEMORY OF GARRICK. 



DsAB Shade of Him who grac'd the mimic 
scene, 

And chano'd attention with resistless powV! 
Whose wondrous art, whose fascinating mien, 

Gave glowing rapture to the short-liv'd hour! 

the mournful verse, the ling'riE^ sigh, 
tear that faithful Mem'ry stays to shed i 
cHED Tear, that from Reflection's eye 
ts on the ashes of die sainted dead. 

y the grave and courted by the young, 
cial comforts eminently blest ; 
rts rever'd the precepts of thy tongue, 
Envy's self thy eloquence confess'd. 
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Who cotdd Ike thee die soul's wild tumults paint. 
Or wake the torpid ear with lenient art? . 

Touch the nice sense with pit/s dulcet plaint, 
•Or soothe the sorrows of the breaking heart? 

Who can forget thy, penetratu^ eye, 

The sweet bewitching smile, th' empassion'd look ? 
The clea^ deep whiisper, the persuasive sigh, 

The feeling tear that Nature s language spoke? 

Bich in each treasure boonteoos Heaven could lend, 
For private wprth distinguished and apfHt)v'd — 

The pride of Wisd.om — ^Virtue's darlii^ friend — 
By Mansfield honoured, and by Camden loved. 

The courtiers cringe, the flattWs abject smile. 

The subtle arts of well-dissembled praise, 
Th[y soul abhorred; — above die gloss of guile, • 
; Truth led thy steps, and Friendship crown'd thy 
days, 

Okin thy Hampton's ds^ embow'ring shade 
The PoHT'shand shall ^weep die trembling string; 

While die proud tribute''^ to thy mem'ry paid 
The voice of Genius on the gale shall flii^. 



* See Mr. Sheridan's Monody on the death of Ganrick. 
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Yea, SpBliiDAR! Ay Boft mdoKikHu verer 

Still Tihmtea on « mtioD's pf^iili'd enr i 
Fondly it hover'd o'ei* dw nUe hmne, 

Hudb'd ifw loud ^uat, sad triumi^'d In k t«u. 

Id life uuted 6y eongeaikl OubA, 

Dear to the MvSE, to aacped fiieadfiup tone ;. 
Around her dwlii^B urn a wieadi shs faondit 

A deatUcM wraa^— ^inHKnlidiz'd by XQV ! 

JDear to » aatioff, grateful to fl^ mme, 
That Baton's teat* i^oa thy ffrme diall flaw. 

For vikoi the gei^ tribute can refine 

Which tb; fine fcelii^ gave to 4ttasAed woe i 

Thou yAo, by many an anxious toilsoine haae, 
Reap'd the br^t harvest of heranairi FanSr 

Who natch'd from tbrk oblivi(Hi's barb'roiu pon'r 
The rathaqt gloriea c^ a SHAKSrsABs's name t 

nenibraDce oft shall paint the mournful scene 
VbeK the slow funeral ^etid its length'nii^ glooa% 
lere tb« deep muauu' and directed jwok 
n artless aorrsw Hoj^ec'd round thy tomb. 

A tho' no laurel'd bust or labour'd line 
JhaU twl the passo^ stranger stay to weep. 
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Tby Shakspbare's hand shall point the hallow'd 
shrinci 
And Britain's genius with tbj ashes sleep«* 

TThen rest in peace, O ever sacred shadie! 

Your kindred souk exulting Fame shall join; 
And the. same wres^ thy hand for Shaksfbare 
made, 

Cremm'dwi^l|er tears, abQujt thy qrav^ BifALii 

TWINE. 



'* Mr. Ganick's remains lie in Poet's corner, at the foot of 
^bakspeare's moirai9ent, in Wett^gdnster-Abbey^ 
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MONODY 



TO THE 



MEMORY OF CHATTERTON. 



Chill penury rapress'd his noble rage. 

And ih»e the genial can-ent of his soul.— Gray. 



If Grief can deprecate the wrath of Heaven, 
Or human frailty hope to be forgiven ! 
Ere now thy sainted spirit bends its way 
To the bland regions of celestial day ; 
Ere noWy thy soul, immers'd in purest air. 
Smiles at the triumphs of supreme Despair ; 
Or^ bath'd in jseas of endless bliss, disdains 
The vengeiul memoiy of mortal pains ; 
Yet shall the Muse a fond memorial give, 
To shield thy name, and bid thy Genius live. 
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Too proud for pity and too poor for praise, 
No voice to cherish and no hand to raise; 
Tom, stung, and sated, vfiih this ^* mortal coil/' 
This weaiy, anxious scene of fruitless toil ; 
Not all the graces that to youdi belong, 
Nor all the energies of sacred song ; 
Nor all that Fancy, all that Genius gave. 
Could snatch thy wounded spirit from the grave. 

Hard was thy lot, from every comfort torn; 
In Poverty's cold arms condemn'd to mourn ; 
To live by mental toil, e'en when the brain 
Could scarce its trembling faculties sustain; 
To mark the dreary minutes slowly creep. 
Each day to labour and each night to weep ; 
Till the last murmur of thy frantic soul 
In proud concealment from its mansion stole, 
While Envy, springing from her lurid cave, 
Snatch'd the young Laurels from thy nigged grave. 
So the pale primrose, sweetest bud of May, 
Scarce wakes to beauty ere it feels decay; 
Wh3e baleful weeds their hidden poisons pour, 
Choke the green sod and wither every flowV. 

Immur*d in shades, from busy scenes remov'd, 
No sound to solace — but the verse he lov'd ; 
No soothing numbers harmoniz'd his ear ; 
No feeling bosom gave his griefs a tear ; 



^ Moifopr TO ran 

Obacuiel; bom — ^^o ^u'rous fiiend he /ww) 
To lead hU jtneipjili^ stepa p'^ damp gnriffu} { 
No pfttrt^ fill'fl his heiift '^th ^tt'ri^ hopf. 
No tutor'd lenoD g^ve bi^ geni|u scope ; 
Yet, while poetic afdoip- nerv'd each thonglft, 
And Reason ainption'd what /^Msijiojf tau^^, 
I{e loar'd be^tu) the p^ttqw spells lifat bio^ 
Tlie ilpw perceptipn* of the vulgar mind ; 
"pie fire once kindled by the breath qf Fame, 
Her regiitm ppuons fm"'^ ^ glitt'nog Q^qje ; 
Wami'd by its rays, he thoi|ghf qi^h vjsfop ju«t { 
FffT conscious Vibtu]) sel4opi feels pi^rsusT, 

Frail are the cfc^rjns delitsjve Fancx sho>v», 
And ^oTt the blisf her fickle ^ile bestows ; 

lie brighf {OOfpect ple?s'd his dazzled view, 
H.O?E s^e^'d ripen'd, and eaiJi Pif^NTOH 

trw; 

lyith #li^t, his unsuspectii^. mind 

b'd Rf4 the grov'lling ^^ch'ries of njankind i 

diile ^ niggard bppn his want?. E^pplied, 

^at^m'iI cUinw subdM'd tjieyo^ce of Fbidp, 

mid teknte wvn'<i. a bonow'd fame, 

yan'd 1^ FipTioN what was due to Fame. 

di secret hibour, and with taste refin'd, 
ion of nw'iy foTpi'd his in^t mind I 
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When op'j^jug ^^^BOlk» esix^e$t jKveoes begvi, 
The dawn of cbildhopd marl^'d the fulajtre mm I 
He siDorn'd tl^ pueiile sports of vulgar Iboys, 
His little he^rt a8p^^d to nobler joys ; 
Creative Fancy wing'd liis few short hours^ 
While soothipg Hope adoni'4 bis padi with flow'rs; 
Yet Fame's recordii^ hand ^q trophy gav^, 
Save die sad Teab — ^to decorate bis grave* 

Yet in this dark^ mysterious 9cem of woe. 
Conviction's flajne shall i^^ a radiant glow; 
His infstnt Musb shall biqd with nerves of fir^ 
The sacril^ous hand that stabs its sire, 
Metbinks I hear his wand'ring shade complaini 
While mournful Echo Hirers on the strain; 
Thro' the lone aisle his restless spirit calls, 
Ilis phantom glides along the mincer's * walls ; 
Where many an hour his devious footsteps trodji 
^re Fate resign'd him TQ his pitying God. 

Yet shall the Muse, to gentlest sorrow prone, 
Adopt his cause, and make his griefis her own ; 
Ne'er shall her Chatterton's neglected name 
^Pade in inglorious dreams of doubtful &me. 



Brittol CathednO. 
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S)iall he whose pen immortal Genius gave 
Sleep rnilamented in an unknown grave ? 
No — the fond Muse shall spurn the base neglect. 
The verse she cherished she shall still protect. 

And if unpitied pangs the mind can move, 
Or graceful numbers warm the heart to love ; 
If the fine raptures of poetic fire 
Delight to vibrate on the trembling lyre ; 
If sorrow claims the kind embalming tear, 
Or worth oppressed excites a pang sincere — 
Some kindred soul ishall pour the soi^ sublime. 
And with the cypress bough the laurel twine. 
Whose weeping leaves the vnnt'ry blast shall wave 
In mournful murmurs o'er diy unbless'd grave. 

And though no lofty Vase or sculptur'd Bust 
Bends o'er the sod that hides thy sacred dust ; 
Tho' no long line of ancestry betrays 

The PRIDE of RELATIVES, Or POMP of PRAISE; 

Tho' o*er thy name a blushing nation rears • 
Obxivion's wing — to hide Reflection's tears ! 
Still shall thy verse in dazzling lustre live. 
And claim a brighter wreath than Wealth can 

GIVE. 
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ELEGY 



TO THE MEMORY 



OF 



WERTER. 



Written in Germany, in the year 178d. 



With female Fairies win thy tomb be hamited, 

Aod worms will not come to thee. Sbakxspbars* 



When from day's closing eye the lucid tears 
Fall lightly on the balding lily's head ; 
When o'er the blushing sky night's curtains spread^ 

And the tall mountain's summit scarce appears ; 
When languid evening, sinking to repose, 
Her filmy mantle o'er the landscape throws ; 

Of Thee I'll sing; .and as the mournful song 

Glides in slow numbers the dark woods anu>ng. 



I 
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My Wandering steps shall seek the lonely shade 
Where all diy virtues^ all thy griefs are laid ! 

YeSy hopeless suflTrer, friendless and forlorn. 
Sweet victim of loveVpow'r ! the silent tear 

Shall oft at twilight's dose apd glimm'ring morq 
Gem the pale primrose that adorns thy bier; 

And as the balmy dew ascends to heaven, 

Thy crime shall steal away, thy frailty be forgiv'n. 

Oft by the moon's wan beam die love-lorn maid. 

Led by soft Sympathy, shall stroll along; 
Oft shall she listen in the Lime-tree's* shade, 

Her cold blood freezing at the night-owl's song; 
Or, when she hears the death-bell's solemn sound. 
Her light steps echoing o'er the hollow ground. 
Oft shall thf triptdluiig tear sidorn bei cheek. 
Thy powV, O Sensibility [ in mope charms to 
speak! 

For iim^pn V^h^mn, doiMn'd ^ to roam 
From the ^Qwr eomfcrl^ o| 1m native home, 
A gUtt'riog 9tar puts forth a silv'i^ ray, 
Soothet y« simI heart, 9mi wacka hia tedioua wl^ ; 



* ^ At the comer of the church-yard are two lime-trees,, 'tU 
** there I wish to rest.'* 



The stiort4iv'd radiance cheerd the gloom of night. 
And decks Heav Vs murky dome with transitory light. 

So from the moumM Charlotte's dark-K>rb'<f 
li(fe 
The sainted tear of pitying Virtue flows i 
And^ the last boon the ^' churlish priest*^ forbicb, 

On thy lone grave the sacred drop bestows ^ 
There shall the sparkling dews of evening shine, 
And Heaven's own incense consecrate th* 
Shrine. 
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SICILIAN LOVER, 



DRAMATIC POEM. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



MEN. 

Count Alferenzi, a noble Sieilian. 

Marquis Valmont. 

Leonardo, Brother to Valmont • 

The Prince Montalva,, an illustrious Milanese, 

Duke Albert, fus Son. 

RiCARDo, Captain of Banditti. 

Francisco, an old Steward. 

Banditti. 

4 

Combatants. 
Belmonti, LoreKzi, Bellarmo. 



WOMEN. 

HoNORiA, Daughter to the Marquis Valmont. 

CoNSTANTiA, Abbess of a Convent. 

Agnes, the Friend and Attendant ofHonoria. 

Nuns. 

Scene — Lombard^ . Tijne — Sixteenth Centujy, 



YOL. I. ^ 
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SICILIAN LOVER. 



ACT L SCENE I. 
A Pavilion at ValmonU 

Enter the Marquis Valmont and Prince Mox 

TALVA. 



Valmont. 

It shall be so ! Hiink not, my honourM liege^ 
That after a loi^ life of busy toil 
My reason can be sway'd by a liveak girl: 
From die first dawn of helpless infancy, 
I've taught her mild obedience to my will, 
And count upon her duty more dian love. 

MONTAXVA, 

I know her fix'd aversion to my son. 

B 2 
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Valmont. 

So weak a thought will not disturb my hopes^ 
Firm to my purpose, tho' the heav'ns should yawi^ 
And hurl their red bolts on my aged head, 
I would not waver ! For your son has worth 
That makes his high descent his second claim t 
This day, in single combat, he shall prove 
The bravest youth that Lombardy e'er saw* 

MONTAtVA. 

The sacred friendship that has linkM our miuds^^ 
From the warm sunny hour of lusty youth 
To the chill winter of declining age, 
First turned my feuDcy towards the feir Honoriaf . 
Yet, rather than by sorrow's icy touch 
To bend so sweet a blossom to the grave, 
I would renounce my hopes, and her, for ever. 



Enter Duke Albbrt. 



Albert to Valmont, 



I greet you, nbble Sir ; and in your looks 
Behold the herald of my future joy. 
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MONTALVA. 



Abur! mj soq, fate frowns upon thy hopes; 
Hie feir Honona, rich Italians star 

Say, what of her i Is there from nature's hand 
So rare a model of transcendent worth i 
The brilliant Hesperus that leads the day 
Is not so cheering to the^ Pilgrim's sight 
As she toHunei 

MoNTALVA, 

Now, .Albert^ . hear me spe^ : 
When last I SBSW ber, on the tender theme, 
I mark'd on her pale dhedc a trickling drop 
The sileiit herald >of a{qtft»cfaing woe ! 

O ! 'tis die piMre and-fiiscinatbg g«n 
That nature gives to maidai modesty, 
To make her work morelovely ! Does not the flow-r 
Most court the sense when deck'd widi morniog's 

tears i 
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MONTALVA. 

Andwooldst thou blast the sweet, tfaedroopk^bud? 
Comey like a nipping^ an untimely frost. 
And wither all its beauties to the dust i 
My son, I will not think so basely of thee ; 
A noble nature cannot taste of joy 
That leaves another bankrupt and forlorn. 

AlBEBT. 

I1aK>w that love can take all forms to please; 
And think not that I nurse too vain a fancy. 
If 1 dare hope Honoria will be mine ! 
A blush of meek complacency o'erspread 
The snow of her pure bosom, when I told 
My tale of tender miport! Thus we mark- 
The lily, blended in a garland sweet, 
flush'd with the soft reflection of the rose ! 

Valmont. 

And do we fear to feast our raptured sense^ 
Lest we may find conceal'd a wounding diom i 
But see, she comes ! The insolent disdain 
That^its imperious on her haughty brow 
Be it thy task to combat and subdue. ^ 
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Enter Hokoria. 

Tins day, Honoria, must decide thy fate ; 
Thou art Duke Albert's bride, or not my daughter, 

HONORIA. 

Indeed ! I think this mandate somewhat cruel ! 
Relentless pow'r may drag me to the altar; 
But the free soul shrinks from the tyrant's grasp 
And lords it o'er oppression ! 

Valmont. 

Silence, rash girl ! 
Again I urge, and with a father^s right, 
A proud alliance widi the noble Albert. 

HONORIA. 

Perish his name ! for it is hateful to me. 
O ! I had rather be the poorest wretch 
That on the baijen mountain stands forlorn^ 
An exile from his kindred and his home. 
Than barter honesty for empty shew ! 
Those who for paltry gold would part with peace 
At best can prove themselves but thrifty fools. 



Valmonj^ gjrjEigfik^ ^QIloria'8 hand. 



HPNQBIA^ 



I*. . « 



-By yon assure dome 



That flings its wondrous cpv^caye o'er the world. 

I will encounter poverty or death 

Rather than sell my freedpm ! This proud heart 

Would burst with indignation, could my tongue 

Pronounce a vow degrading to its honour ! 

Does the vain suitor arrogantly hope 

To buy me like a slave? 

Think on the splendours that await thy will. 

HONOBIA. 

Can the gay wje^tl^ that bind ;a, victim's bi:ea9t 
Conceal the asony that throbs within? 
Give to the child of folly toys for fools ; 
My soul disdains^ tbep! I am Valmont's dt^ughter; 
Noi* wil) |! e'^r disigi^, mj; noble n^me 
By beiog Uf^ Ifaim wbfit Ifaat tkle makes oie ! 
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Yai^mont. 



I would augment die luatre of iky days. 
Place thee amid^ such dazizling rays of gloiy, 
That ev'ry ^e diould wonder to behold thee! 

HONOBIA. 

So the fic^Fce ftaxne. of a meridian sun 
Gilds t|^ poctr insect whid^ it dooms to dealk! 

Valmont. 

Perverse destroyer of a father's hopes ! 
And dar^st thou disobey, when I command? 

HONORIA. 

I dare not sell my soul ! 

Valmont. 

Go, sdf-will'd^l! 
.Thy disobedience covers me with shame! 
Oh ! had thy mother liv'd, her gentle heart 
Had throbbed with anguish at thy wayward scorn ; 
^is for thy honour I this union mge^ 
What else can prompt me h 
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HONOBIA. 

Ambition ! — ^not that emulative zeal 
Which wings the tow'ring souls of godlike men ! 
But bold, oppressive, self-created pow'r, 
That, trampling o'er the barrier of the laws, 
And scattering wide the tender shoots of pity. 
Strikes at the root of reason, and confines 
Nature itself in bondage! Oh! 'tis vile! 
But, thank the Gods ! no spells can curb the mind. 
While splendour's proudest claim is less than virtue ! 

MONTALVA. 

ffonoria, spare thy anguish and thy scorn \ 
And know, that ere the glories of my name 
Should dimly gleam beneatli a tear of thine 
I would 'behold them perish; curs'd be those 
Who, to advance their own ambitious hopes^ 
Would trample on the rights of truth and nature ! 

^Trumpets without. 
My son, that summons chides thy tardy lance ! 
I will attend thee, boy. Valmont, farewell. 

[Exeunt Montalva and Albert* 

HONOBIA. 

Wlio is the cautious hero that accepts 
Tlie vaunting challenge of the haughty Albert ; 



« 

i 



the sicilian xotes. <67 

Valmont. 

« 

I dare not tell ; for 'tis the stranger's wish 
That none should seek to know his rank or oame. 
From Sicily he comes, and nohly bom ; 
Right well he wields the lance, and is most apt 
Id feats of chivalry and bold exploit ! 

HONORIA. 

From Sicily ! my soul is chill'd with fear ! \^Aside^ 
Sir, I attend your will, and proud shall be 
To witness Albert's valour ! for believe, 
Altho' I cannot love, I can be just ; 
Nor will the hero's youthful laurels fade 
Because they twine not with the myrtle bough. 

. lExeunt* 

SCENE n. 

l^Opens^ and discovers a spacious court in the palace 
of the prince Montalva, splendidly decorated for 
a tournament. Various spectators seated on rising 
benches; on one side a canopy y beneath which are 
seated, Honoria, (attended by Agnes) the prince 
Montalva (with Albert standing near him) and 
tfie Marquis Yahnont. 



668 THE tICIUikN LOVBS. 

On the opposite side of the stage stand three knighis 
in armour f each wearing a scarf and helmet of' 
the same colour as the standard borne by his pagCy 
who waits near him : Alferenzi stands at some dis^ 
tance, nearer the wing than the other knights, 
with his page also. 

8TANDABDS* 

1st. Yellow, with a burning mountain. 

9,nd. Green, with a wreath of flowers and fruits. 

3rd. Composed of silver waves, plain. 

Alfekenzi's standard. 

White, with the motto, Virtee is Nobility. His 
scarf white with gold fringe. As the curtain 
rises to styft music, children strew flowers and 
laurels. Then follow warlike trophies to mar* 
tial music. When the stage is arranged, Albert 
descefids from the steps of the throne, and ap» 
proaches the armed knights.'] 

Albert (to the first.) 

If tbat my senses dp not play me folse^ 
Or my eyes dazzle, with your noble bearings, 
Metbinks I read, beneath these quaint devices. 
Illustrious names ! This flaming standard,. 
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JSmblem of Etna's brow, diat scorches Heav'n ! 
This crest of gold, that like a meteor bums, 
Mocking the noon's fierce fires ! do give thee out 
Messina's Princey illustrious Behnonti 1 

[The Prince bows acknowledgment 

Albert (to the second.) 

This verdant ensign, this enamell'd wreath 
(Tinted with rainbow dyes) which seems to grow. 
And, while its perfume scents the unseen air, 
Blushes vnth modest grace ! I well ckevise 
Sprang from the Vitching garden of the world. 
Luxurious Italy ! and therefore greet 
Verona's noble Duke, the brave Lorenzi ! 

[The Duke bows acknowledgment. 

A1.BEET (to the thitd.) 

This silv'iy .banner, that doth like the waves 
Play in fantastic gambols with the air. 
Dancing light-blossom'd in the sunny beam. 
Bespeaks the Adriatic ! Beauteous sea ! 
That doth encompass Venice with a zone 
Bright as the morning sun ! Thou dost declare 
The offspring of Bellarmo, Duke of Venice. 

\The Duke bows acknowledgment. 
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Ah^zHT (approaching Alferenzi.) 

Now^ gallant stranger, let me ask, nor think 
I mean uncourteously to mock your fancy. 
Why thus conceal'd you enter in the lists i 
What are your rights armorial F 

[Alferenzi |H)2Ws to his standarJl* 

Albert*. 

Tls not enough 
That innate lustre beams about your soul \ 

» 

What are your claims to mingle in the contest t 

Alfebenzi. 

Those claims that place the good abote the proud I 
The stream that rushes thro' these ardent veins 
Flows from a source that never knew pollution ! 
Though sprung, brave Albert, from a sire whose arm 
Has made the enemies of virtue tremble, 
I scorn to shield me with another's name. 
And only boast the honours I achieve. 

Albert* 
Most nobly urged 1 What is your passport heref 
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A1.FERENZI. 



Nor gold, nor gems, nor purchased adulation^ 
Nor vaprah vaunting, nor the breath of fools! 
Nor flatt'r/s airy feme that bubbles down 
The broad stream of the world, and bursts at last 
In blank oblivion ! 

Albert* 

Highnsounding words 
Beguile with magic power the sense they seize^ 
And cheat it into faith. But ere your name 
Shines on the list of valour, of your worth 
'Us fit you give some sample. 

Al7erenzi. 

Take my scorn ! [Thromng his gauntlet. 

Thus do I hurl my gauntlet at your feet 
And mock your scrutiny ; the 4iand it owns 
Has neither palm'd with fools, nor let the base 
Its blood contaminate ! what would you more f 

Albert. 

If that thy soul be lofty as thy speech, 
Thou art indeed right noble ! I shall expect 
Th%t thou wilt give txe proof without delay. 



Altekeszu 
I do not fear; my lance w31 do that for me* 

[The onset begins; Alferetei stands more forwarS 
than the rest on tUe stage^ Albert vanquisher 
BelmontL] 

AhtEHEVXt (cMde.) 

So faBs tlie vawiting self-enaanour'd fooi ! 
The flame that soars too high evaporates. 
And wastes in emplf libthin j; ! 

[Albert disarms LorenanL 

Alferenzi (aside.) 

Honours full blown^ like summer flow Vs, decay ! 
I thought tfiy emblem waa too fair to last ! 

[Albert vanquishes Bellatmo. 

Alferenzi (a^de,) 

So the swift storm scbwls o'er the sunny sj^ered ; 
Brave of&pring. of the proud and silv'ry main. 
Thou see'st that fame is fickle as the waves ! 

[Albert advances and gazes at Alfereosi* 
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Albert. 

Now, haughty stranger, I will prove thy lance; 
And either dim it with dishonour's stain^ 
Or nnk beneath thy scorn ! 

[They fight; after a fi^ce onset j Alferenzi disarmi 
- Albert, and instantly kneeling, presents his scitrf 

to Honoria, while the curtain falls to tnariial 

music.'] 

SCENE in-— A Pavilion. 
Enter Honobia and Agnes^ 

HoNORIAi 

% 
It is my AUerenaa, gentle Agnes ! 
He is the c<Miqueror, and he well deservcis 
The proud affections of my captive heart !, 
Oh ! didst thou mark him, when his glitt^rii^ lance^ 
Like the blue lightning arm'd vnth threatening deatfi, 
Rusb'd On the bosom* of his vanquished foe i 

Agnes. 

Each eye with admiration followed hiin 
Thro' all the varying conflicts of the scene I 
What is'hb parentage i his name' is noble I 

vol.. u T 
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HONOBIA. 

His fiitfaer is a man of loftiest birth, 
A brave Sicilian ! This, his only son. 
Was train'd to arms, and all Calabria's shore» 
Have rung with plaudits at his bold exploits t 
Illustrious in himself, all outward show 
Borrows those graces which it cannot lend^ 
For he derives no dignity froan pow'r. 
By fortune less distinguish*d than by fame ! 
Some few months since in Tuscany we met. 
And there profess'd such vows of tender faitfa^ 
As neither time nor absence e'er cud change. 
Hither he came di^uis^d, in hopes to win 
My fother's love by deeds of chivalry ; 
He has unlocked the treasure of his heart 
To my relentless parent, whose stem mind 
Is still devoted to MiH^va's heir ! 

AgN£8. 

Afatii! I know not how to give you counsel. 

HONOBIA. 

I did not tlunk that Nature's finest ut 
Could foshion Reason to sustain such woe! 
Heav'n knowa there's nothing so foiiom as I ! 
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The isea-beat mariner, v^ho on the shrouds 

« 

Hangs at the mercy of ifae warring, winds, 
Rock'd by the howling spirits of the deep, . 
May count him in a cradle of repose, 
And think the roaring blasrt a zephyr's breath, 
Compar'd with passion's wild and madd'niug storm! 
Amidst the mingling labyrinths of thought, 
Bewildcr'd Patience turns, and turns again, 
^nil, hopeless and o'erwhelm'd, she faints and dies ! 

Agnes. 

Frcmi chilcDiood uncontroPd, your softenM mind ^ 
But ill can combat life's perplexing thorns. 
Sole mistress of diis castle's rich domains — 

HONOBIA. 

Aye ! There again, oh ! most disastrous state ! 
A modier's care in infancy I lost. 
But the sad bour or manner of her death 
I never yet could learn ; my father's frowns. 
Whene'er I press'd inquiry of her fete. 
Still aw'd me into silence. Oh ! if she liv'd, 
Tho' poor, deserted, friendless, and oppress^ 
I would, o'er burning plains, or wastes of snow, 
A barefoot wand'rer, seek her out, and bless her ! 
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Agnes. 

Strange romours have been bnzz^d abroad, and 
some 
Have dar'd accuse — 

Enter AtsEBT. 

Albeet. 

Honoria! is my destiny decreed ! 
Wilt thou not bend diy footsteps to that altar 
Where meek-ey'd pity badies the wounds of love t ' 

HONOEIA. 

Never ! yon hosttif saints diat know my thouglitSy 
Know they are fix*dy and tow*rii^ o'er my l^e, 
like the v^st rocks that bound the stormy main ! ^ 
Let the fierce tempest of a father's rage 
Dash my *soul's purpose, as the foaming waves 
Waste their vain fury on the flinty shore! 
Z can with patience bear all human ills ; 
All that gaunt poverty can heap upon me ; 
Tlie cold disdain of insolence and pride, 
Peace-wounding calumny, or death itself! . 
Bather than break my vows to Alferenzi. 
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Albert. 



Perdition blast hb I|oj>es ! the d^rinf; yillfuo ! 
But be shall perish ! 

IJONORIA. 

What — ^because he loves ? 
Oh ! do not scatter wj wild dioij^ts to frenzy ! ' 
Tb not the province of a noble nature 
To plunge a poniard in die vanquish'd heart ! 
Stain not thy glowing lanreb, won by valour. 
With the pale lustre of a woman's tears. 
AlM^i embat^ed l^ons have )>ehelc} 
Thy dauntless crest bound with immortal wreaths ! 
Tlien knoiy^ the sword that's steep'd in gallani blood 
Should at the fount of pity cleanse its stains, 
^re reason aches to see it ! Spare thy foe, 
INf or let dbe poison fell of private hate 
Disgrace thy kindred or thy country's fame! 

Albert. 

I will be calip, if thou wilt bid me hope. 

f • 

HONORIA. 

There's not a wretch diat breadies but daret %» 
hope. 
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Ilie widtef'd tenant <^ a dungeon's gkranj^ 
Who, ibut unfMOed from dw &oe of heav'n 
Almost forgets the ndiance of the sun! 
Still in his prison sees efiu%ent hope, 
That dissipates the horrors of still h^t, 
And bids him smile upon hts gallii^ chain! 
That pow'r instinctive biBves the tyrant's nod; 
Secure widiin itself, the ctMiscious soul 
Still fe^ <9 hope, sod triumphs to the last! 

SCENE IV. 

Evemtfg. Before'V AixotfT' s Ctulle, Etiter Ai^ ■ 

FEBENZI. 
A|,FEBENZ!. 

This is the hoiti', wbw oa ytm lo% terrace 
Honoria comes to taste die. evenii^ ur^ 
And with the dulcet tinkling of her lute 
Bids the lom nightiDgale forget his tale, 
And pause, in wonder raptj The crimson west 
Gilds the grey battlements with blushing gold. 
And viRwless myriads o'er the feinting flow'rs 
' long sultry day with hummii^ soi^t 
I dw valley pensiveiy I wander 'd, 
>tl^e door the weaiy hin4 
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Sat 'midst his infimt nee, with ditty old^ 
Cheating the traVUer Time; while twilight's hand 
O'er the still landscape drew a dusky veil : 
^re now, the freckled carle foigets the world, 
And in his unbarr'd chamber sweetly sleeps^ 
|jull'd by the i)iiisic of die mountain breeze ! 

Enter YAfiMONT, from the caHle. 
Valmont. 

V 

I dioi^t to find the yictor — ^Alferenzi! 

AXFEBENZI. 

Then thou art not deceived, for I aiii be-*' 

VAItMONT. 

It ill becoiiies a valiant soi| of honour 
To lurk at this still hour, and seek occasion 
To act a scene of darkness. '^jTuru thy thoughts 
To the broad field of conquest and renown; 
Nor waste in aim'rous folly manhood's primci 
lyhile glory ^nd i^bition claim your sword. 

Alfebsnzi. 

I do not need your cotmsel, for I know 
A soldier's vidour is his country's fuiie ! 



1 
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Yet Heaven forbid ambition's fiirious tide 
Should whelm the milder virtues of the soul t 
The proudest triumphs that await the brave 
Look not so beauteous in the sight of Heav'a 
As mercy^ humblest tear! 

Valmont, 

• ... i 

A weak evasion! 
Again I tell diee^ that Honoria's heart 
|s pledged to hraye Montalva's only heir ! 

Alfbrenzk 

Her handy thou mean'st; but may the God of bat^i 
Amidst whole legions of the foe forsake me^ 
May foul dishonour blight my fairest hopes. 
If ever I renounce thy peerless child! 
Curst be the sordid wretch whose grov'ling soul 
Would bind in golden chains atrenabling slave; 
Or, like a dastard, traffic with the base, 
'^p sell that freedom ^eav'n design'd for all! 

Valmont. 

Thy rage, rash youth, can only move my pity ; 
Nor will I dim the lustiiB of my sword 
To curV or to chastise — ^ ^uiWg stripling. 
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Alpesenzi- (drafting his sword.) , 

Defend thyself! — ^yet» soft, a moment's pause-^ 
Thou art the father of my soul^s best darling ; 
The source of all the light that gilds my days! 
And therefore — I forgive thee, 

Valmont. 

Vaunting slave! 
What theuy at last thou provost thyself a braggart ! 
Ah empty^ bold, an arrogant presumer ! 
Boy, the young blood fcH'sakes thy quiv'ring lip — 
Js it the touch of fear or secret malice i 

[Alferenzi raises his sword, then lowers it. 

Guilt! conscious guilt unnerves thy trembling arm, 
While her pale ensign blanches o'er thy cheek ; 
Nay, frown again^ while I, with smiles repay 
The foe I scorn t6 combat. 

Alferenzi (sheathing his sword.) 

Have a care ! 
{ do conjure thee, venerable man, 
IJi^ not my hand to do a deed of horror ! 
I >yould not be thy murd'rer—* 
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Vai*mont* 

Ndbiljsaid! 
Then swear, by fhitli, by honour, and your sword^ 
Never s^ain to se« her. Dost l^ou pause} 

Alfebbnzi. 

O \ bid me rather curse yon glorious orb. 
That rolls his burning chariqt thro' the sky! 
Tell: me, with base and sacril^pus hands 
To murder smiling infants, iur profane 
lleligioD^s sdll and consecrated shrine ; 
Bid nie msh forth, a damned parricide. 
And drink the life«streaiiv ctf a parent's heart ! 
There is no deed of horror so abhorr'd 
As violatioii of my faith to her* 

VAtMONT. 

She win but mock you ; for to-morrow's dawii 
Will see her Albert's bride ; and till that hour 
She keeps her chamber ; such are my con^mimds; 
And she respects a father's right too much 
To thiidc of Alferenzi ! 

Alfbrehzi. 

7is false as helL 
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* < ■ ' ' 

She will not so degrade the soul Ae owns. 
Nor will I brook a rival! Tell him so ; 
Tell the vam boaster that a father^s pride 
Shall by a lover's ves^eanee be chastis'd. 

IThe Castle b^ll strikes^ 

Valmont. 

The b^ll Qow caHs me home to ev'oitig pra/n 
]Vf ark me, rash boy ; if ever you approach 
Ttiese casde walls again, without my bidding. 
That hour shall be your histtl Think, and be wise. 

lExit, 

To^monrpw! if diou op'st thy golden eye 
To see Honoria wedded to duke Albert, 
Thy partii^ glance shall shine upon my gravel. 
Now will I to my solitary home. 
To taste a lover's only food, sharp sorrow! 
To paint on fiemcy's tablet my. soul's joy, 
pApd dreaiiOL pf b]i8S"--tho' I should wake to madness^ 



*» ' 
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ACT n- SCENE V, 



A Gothic Hdll^ with a Gallery and Staircascm 



Egiter HoNOBiA and Aonbs*: 

HONOEIA. 

A pris'ner^ said'st thou? — in my fetiier's castle !-^ 
Here ! where from infimcy my growing reason 
Has taught me to look forwaid widi ddig^t ! 
Is this the noontide of so blithe a promise i 
Oh ! Agnes, happy is the mountain peasant 
That wakes exulting with the morning beam, 
And, stin a strainer to the cares of greatness^ 
Sinks to soft slumbers with the setting sun 1 
The seasons are to him but pleasing changes 
Of labour and repose ; his wife, his infants. 
The smiling subjects bound by nature's laws 
To decorate his little world of love ! 

Agnes* 

Yet 'tis not always thus ; for oft we see 
That virtue, to the rugged wild retired. 
Still finds thethora affliction in its way* 



ir 
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HONO&IA. 



But die rough child of nature ^knows no guile ; 
No honej^d poiscm meets his healthful lips, 
SteepM in the gilded chalice of deceit : 
fiy poverty, from envy far removed. 
No fawning sycophant assails his door. 
Where holy innocence presides, secure! 

Agnes. 

Give not your dioughts to melancholy musing; 
.By pond'ring o'er pairt woe we oft u^ect 
The means of future joy. 

HoNORiA. 

Now, hear me, Agnes; 
Hiis n^ht I promis'd in the forest's gloom ' 
To meet my Alferenzi ; there to pour 
All my vast store of sorrows in his breast. 
And then to seek oblivion ! . 

AONES. 

Yet, Forbear! 
Be not so rash ; parental rage is transient, 
Ai)d nature bends the heart to suffering virtue I 
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Oh! CDuld trMwcendent viitse'fl clnnn subdiMf * 
The haughty spirit of myfadier'a sool, T 

He had not ynik remorseien rage dqprnrkl 
An only child <^ a fond modiar^a can* 
But she's in Heaw'n 1 

r 

AGNESi) 

Yet, see thy Alferenad — 

H6NORIA. [Valmont appears in tke gaUerjf^ 

Ah ! do not mock my anguLsh ; gods ! to see himy 
C/er the bleak desert or the craggy mountain, 
Bow'd by the yellii^ blast md beating tempest, 
No light save that the livid flash afforded, 
Still would I wander, pleas'd and uarepinLig I 

Agnbs; 

Attend — ^without the prospect of sudi danger, ' 
You may hold converse freely ; the stem guard 
Your father makes die keeper of your prison 
I can persuade to pity ; if you'll veoture. 
The western portal shall be open to you. 
And in the forest, by the midnight moon. 
You may confer in safety, and unseen. 
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HONOBIA.. 

O! btessk^ on theel — soft, diis ray of lu^ 
Dazzles my aching senses, and I start 
As from a dream of liorror, where the brain, 
Starapt with the semblance of some phantom dire, 
Reflects it, waking, to Ae fearful gaze! 
Now, gentle Agnes ! seek my Alferenzi } 
Tell him, Ifae gloom that hides a maiden's bluA 
Presents no terror to the spotless soul! 
Guilt fears the witchii^. hour of spectred ni^^ 
When on tlie murdVers hoot die startkig drop 
Sits like the dew upon the pois'nous toad! 
But virtue, guided by its own pure ray. 
Treads the rude path, undaunted and secure. 
Now to thy task, and may the pow'rs of pi^ 
Guard thee from every ill! I will away. 
And in my jjmson chamber wait thy s^al. 

^Exeunt severally. 
[Valmont deicendsfrom the gallery. 

« 

Valmont. 

Go, disQfoedient fiend ! 
Long shalt thou wait before Ay niinioa comes : 
The midnight moon, reflecting what she sees, 
Shall veil her placid brow with tints of blood I 
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No sound diall greet thine ear with signal kind ; 
But the lone owl, n^ith horror*boding shriek. 
Shall pierce thy love^ck, palpitating heart. 
How like her mother look'd the froward girl ! 
On that dread night, when her proud father fell, 
So did she lure me to her fatal snare.- — 
Away, reflection ! vengeance calls me hence ; 
And I obey ^e summonstf 

» 

SCENE VI. 

Before the Castle. MwmlighL 
Enter Albert, wrapped in a Venetian cloak* ' 

Albert. 

I cannot be deceived ! 
I heard the voice of Agnes fix>m the terrace 
Call soft on Alferenzi ! if he attends 
The guilty biddii^, ere the twil^ht gleams. 
Or he or I must fall ! now sullen night 
Flings her star-spangled mantle oW the globe. 
And spirits hostile to the soul of man 
Weave the dark web of mischief! boditigs strange 
Knock at my heart and make my pulses beat 
As tho' the life-stream struggled with my fate. 

[A light appears in the tower. 
That is Honoriars chamber ; and she wakes 
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At tKis unusual iioor; ^tit patraig fltnnge ! 

Hah ' she approaches ! {Alborl drgm h^nJh 

Agkes conies forth from the castlCf 

Agnes. 

Francisco is our friend ; 
Thus far kind fortune shines npbn otir hope^t ! 
How lovely is this sileilce ! Ilie fiiitit bteete 
Sleeps like an infimt hiH'd by its om^ sbtig ! 
Scarcely three hours have wing*d theii- t^rdy flight. 
Since from the iivatch-^toVr I distinctly marked 
The pensive Alferenzi : on a btiiik 
O'er-canopied by od'rous myrtle bought. 
With folded arms, like one not loving life. 
Mournful he stood^ inclinihg o'er the streiini, 
Thatseem'dto soodie him widi its munm'ring souilfd. 

IShe b^ars footsteps* 
Now all the spirits of the night protect me ! [Exit* 

Al/»ERT* 

Oh! busy, cunning minister of ill! 
Thou draVst thy victim to that dizzy point 
From whence my sword shall htnrl him to destructiGnl 
Come^ sweet revenge, thou haggard imp of hell, 
Come, let me riot in thy iron armd, 
And glut my soul with luxury of hate ! 

VOL. I. V 



QQO TfiS SICILIAN LOVEB*' 

Some one approa^hes^to my hidng place 
HU: I make sure of vengeance ! 

IRetires into the wood. 

Enter Valmont, from behind the castle, 

Valmont. 

Ha ! does the coward shun me ? 
Thus have I caught the thief in his own snare : 
It must be Alferenzi, like a traitor, 
Lurking in ambush, with a villain's hand. 
To steal a father's treasure. Day's proud Lord 
Soon as he decks his eastern car with fire, 
Shall see the w3y serpent writhe in death ! 
Thou God of retribution ! Thou whose voice 
Bids the pale caitiff dread the thunder's bolt. 
Now shield my arm,, and let it strike securely. [£nV. 

They fight in the wood. 

Valmont re-enters, pale and aghast; one hand holds 
a drawn sword, the other is bleeding. Honoria 
opens a small door in the tower, and comes upon 
the battlements. 

HONOBIA. 

Agnes, oh ! speak ! is Alferenzi there ! 

[A deep groan issues from the wood. Valmont starts^ 
Hark \ i 



Do my startled senses yet deceive me. 

Or did I hear a soul-departing grban 

In yon dark tabled wood P Who passes there i 

Speaky or the castle bell shall raise the country* 

It most be some unwary travellery 

Benighted in this solitaiy gloom. 

Waylaid and murder'd by conceal'd banditti t 

Valmont (fearfully.) 

m 

Bit stilly Honoria, ^tis thy father, child* 
Send round a vassal to unbar the gate, 
For I am faint with anguish. 

fioNORlA. 

HeaV^ns ! why that piercing tone of trembling fearf 
I thought, ere now, that sleep had folded you 
On Ihe soft coueh of safety and repose. 
I will dispatch a vassal instantly 
To give you entrance. {^Retires into the Towet* 

VaImont^ 

Oh i thou blushing sword I 
Thou instrument accurs'd, that gave away 
My foul, sin-spotted soul, where sh^U I hide thee ? 

[The gate qpem* Vahnoat enters. 
V 2 
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SCEN]fi VII.— Honobia's Chamber. 

A lamp burning ntair a window. A db&r open U 
the battlements^ from which Honoria enters. The 
moon seen half concealed by clouds, opposite the 
door. 

Hon obi A^ who wears the scarf of Alferenzi.^ 

Agnes not yet returned I Hiat groan of death 
Still vibrates on my brain, and bids me fear 
For Alferenzi's safety— Heav'n protect him ! 

Valmont enters, with his sword drawn and his hand 
^sniedr^d with blood. He shrinks at the sight of 
Honoria, who shrieks and runs towards him. 

HOXOBIA. 

Prophetic pow'rs ! Hah ! yfhat aim I to thinlc i 
Why is diat hand so gash'd, ilnd stiMSi'd nvitfa blood? 
Sp^y ^t^ this current df my heart congeals. 
And all my faculties freeze up with horror ! 
Thou'rt deadly pale ! and the cold dew of fear 
Doth glisten on thy brow f Alas ! my father ! 

{Falls on hisneck. 

Valmont (wildly.) 
Peace ! be silent. Heard you hot the tempest 
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That shook our lofly tow'rs from their foundation f 
Saw you the black wig of the howling blast 
Sweeping our turrets^ red widi human gore i 

HONORIA. 

I pray thee, help me bind this bleeding hand. 
Ah ! let me call assistance ; diou art foint ! 

[Honoria binds the scarf round V^lmon^B 

bleeding hand. 

Vai^mont. 

C^II, call the world's vast multitude to curse me! 
I^t hungry vultures batten OQ my heart ; 
Pluck out miiie eyes to fee4 tbe es^le^s brood. 
Lest diey, by gazing on theje^ fear thy beauty! 

HpNORIA.. 

Whence comes this strange disorder of thy brain? 

Valmont. 

From thai infernal gulph where guilty spuli 
}{owi in despair! Oh ! 'twas 9 stormy hour! 
The earth was palsied, and the vaulted sjdieres 
Flash'd forth indignant flames, while all around 
Pale spectres yell'd in triumph o'er the deed I 
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HONORI^,. 



Thy &nc7 doth beguile tby better reason ; 
A night more still and calm I ne'er have seen t 
Tb the sweet pause when nature sinks to rest. 
To w^ike agaia wkh renoyafed ch»rim! 
No objec^ sgema to mqve, save the thin cloucb, 
Tifat, slowly floating o'er the grey exp^i^e, 
Vipil the bright forehead of the silv'ry moon. 

VAf.ppNT. 

'piouartdeceiv'd! 
There is a fiend abroad witli mildjew wiqg, 
Blighting cjreation! Hell yawns forth monsters^ 
And die blue air is chok'd with poison'd mists, 
Thick'ning to hide the gen'ral wreck of nature I 
Say, wilt thou aid the ministers of wrath 
To f urse an ^ed lather i 

HoNORIA> 

Heav'n shield me from the thought ! 
Whv dost thou ask such incoherent questions i 

mson drops diat staip thy swOrd f 

Valmont. 
ly way ; he cross'd my padi j 
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Revenge, unsated, panted for his blood ! 

Would I had perish'd ere my sword had reach'd him* 

HONOEIA;. 

Whem dost thou mean? 

Valmont. 

9 

Tliy JlQijer ! — ^Alfe^renzi ! 

,HoNO£IA« 

Oh ! monstrous and inhuman ! quit my sight, 
Lest I should, darting o'er the bounds of reason, 
Tear all the 1>onds of filial love asunder. 
And hjrand thee yn&k th^ name of an assassin \ 
Go, hide thyself for ever, r^h old man, 
For tjhy deep-furrow'd cheek is stampt with .miirdisr ! 

ValmoKT. 

Restrain thy frenzy; know, a father's life 
Depends upon thy silence : I must hence 
Before &e lHX)ad and bJabbii^ eye of day 
Glares oq the scene of slaughter! Far^ tfajse Wi^U ^ 
I would embrace thee ere we part for ever, 
But that these red contaminated hands 
Would st^ thy white and unpolluted souj! [GpiVig* 



HoN9BU. 

Thou ahalt not leave me : 
Thou, whom the voice of nature taught me first 
To love and honour, art iqore d^ar than ever, 
Because thou artlnore wretched. 

\_Ske goa to embraqt her father, tea th$, 
bloody sword, and recoili with horror. 
Pot tq> that sword ! It blasts my sfaattei'd senses ! 
Oh 1 1 am lost ! my wild ethereal spirit 
Sprji^ o'er the confines of Ais world's desp^, 
faA flies to Alferenzi ! 

Valmont (sheathing hU sword.) 

*'-?ady die grey dawn'steals o'er the forest, 
p8 our battlements with dusky light ; 
r cornea trpRiblii^: on >he wii^ of time, - ' 
me, not dviog to record die deed, 
wittly on! Come, let me lead thee, love. 

HoNOSjA (wildly.) 

! iMd KM when all memoir aball hie j 
: blank «l:divioa desolates the scflpe 1 
taf ; ! have a »ecret to uafold. 
^OQ yoR star, dut in the rosy East 
I, lUie a lae^uey, at the gates of day. 
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Scattering afor the shadow-vested clouds 
That ou the ghtfrii^ threshold Ung'ring hung ? 
All will be well! The sun will warm his breast. 
And Hea/n's own tears^ unseen by mortal eyes. 
Will consecrate his grave! so pure is pity! 

Mnter Francisco. Honoria endeavours to conceal 
her father, particularly his hani. 

Honoria to Francisco (zmldly.) 

Well? Is he dead? What i^ has brot^t thdo 
hither i 
^11 guiltless souls devote this hour to sleep; 
Then why ar^ wc^ still waking? Who art thou? 

Francisco. 

Forgive me, lady, for this bold intrusion ; 
But the deep groans I heard beneath our walls 
Urg'd me to seek the Marquis 

Honoria. 

Why? what is it to him ? He knows not of it : 
And if ht^didi 'tit now, alas! past cure. 
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Valmont. 



This is the wand'ring of her scatter'dtbongbte; 
Dp not disturb her farther 3 now, good night ; 
^ Get tbee to bed Istemlt/], and when the sun peeps 
forth, 
We'll to thie forest — but y9ttr lad/s safety. 
Her mind disordered by some unknown, cause, 
Requires that I should watch her for a time : 
Nay, no reply. Francisco^ fare diee w^ 

[Exit Francisco. 
^Gome, let me lead tbee. 

s 

HoNOltlA. 

Would it were to my grave ! {^Exeunt. 

SCENE vm. 

- A Pavilion at MontalvaV Castle. 
JEnter the Prince Montalva meeting Francisco. 

Francisco. 

Oh ! venerable- Prince ! Fve news to tell 
Will seize the feeble fibres of thy brain^ 
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And tho' thy nerves could mock the tempered steely 
Wwld shiver them with horror ! 

MONTALYA. 

Where's my son^ 
AU the long night I watch'd for his retwiti 
^eav'n grant no ill betide him. 

Francis^^o. 

Well I know, 
^e that reports ill news ungracious seems, 
Howe'er )iis phr^s^ be ^hion'd: therefore heav 
A ta|f^ that moc)(8 all Jianpony of speech ! 
Startled by groaps of anguish, I arose 
Ere I had pr/s^seidl my pillow one short hour, 
And to die forest, where the tow'rs of Valmont 
Rear dieir dark batdements, pursu'd my way ; 
There, hold my heart while I risveal a story 
Big with all Hell's worst honors ! your brave soqt 
JjBLj by the thicket side, a piteous corse ; 
The rttddy stream once mantling o'er his qheek 
jHad flown to drench a dire assassin's sword ! 

MONTALVA. 

Nay, then, my weary jouniey soon will end, 
,^|[id my long pilgrimage of worldly woe 
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Fade like a fev'ridi dream ! The source is stiB 
From whence my spring of rapture rose so bright! 
The flow V that deck'd my silver hairs is dead ! 
Blasted and scatter'd by the ruthless storm ! 

Francisco. 
Oh ! 'twas a cruel deed— 

MONTALVA* 

Alas! Francisco! 
And ^all I never see my child again ? 
Never, in converse sweet, begiiile the hour 
That closes life's dull scene ? It is nsost strai^e^ 
So near the castle, and at night*s still noon. 
When ev'ry moaning breeze distinctly steak 
O er meditation's ear, to be so butcher'd ! 

Francisco. 

I know not what to think ; yet much I fear 
Some secret mahce urg*d the murdirer's sword 
More than the hope of plund^. 

Even so ! 
Oh ! good Francisco ! Heav'n absolve my soul. 
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It, without proof, I judge a fellow oreature ; 
But abrewd Suspicion poiiils at Alf«cenzi : ^ 
A rival's hate alone eould ptx>iupt an act 
So fraught with ruin I Oh! my gallant Albert ! 

Francisco. 

Say, dhall t lead you to him f Hie rude swains 
And village ^rls have strew'd his graceful corse, 
And ev*iy fragrant bud was steep'd in tears 1 

MONTALVA, 

Ah ! let me not behold him ; for my eyes, 
If once they fix'd upon my murdered boy, 
Would start with anguish from their humid spheres. 
And yield me up to darkness ! Here I swear. 
Never to cherish hope or seek repose 
Till I have dragg'd the curst assassin forth, 
And, by the last deep groan tdat rends his heart, 
Appeas'd die spirit of my vaUant son ! [ExeunL 

SCENE IX.— /« the castle of Valmont 

Enter Alferemd und Aga&^ 

Alfsrenzi. 
Gone! sud'stihou Agnes? Both, at breat of day^ 
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Their course unknown, sudden, and unattended*^ 
What can it mean? Tell me, good gende damsel/ 
Left she no word of kind remembrance for me? 

Agnes. 

I knew not of their flight till they departed ; 
Before the nridmght hour ctept half ^dy otf 
To that which time proclaims the neW-bom dajr. 
With sighs and tears, and many earnest prayers; 
She vow*d her love and truth to Alferenzi. 

Alvesenzh:. 



Say on, fair Agnes ! To the tortur'd wretch. 
Stting by the pois'nous spider to the heart. 
The sound of minstrelsy is not so sweet I 

r 

Agne». 

Wrung to the soul by a stem fatherls rage,. 
Last night she fonn'd the fatal resolution. 
In cold monastic gloom to end her days ; 
And sdu'ce an hour before her sudden flight 
Me she dispatch'd to give you timely notice. 
That to the forest she would steal at midnight^ 
And, by the waning histre of the moon, ] 
Bid her fond hopes and you farewell for ever.^ 
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Alferenzi.. 

Otil most inhuman tbought ! most barb'rous wish ! 
Why did she fiul to keep her promise dien i. 

Aoifrfis. 

Alas ! I know not ; after tedipus search 
To findT you wand'^ring at th* appointed place^ 
I hasten'd to the castle, where I found 
The outward gate unbaiT'd ; I pass'd along 
The solitary courts, o^erwheln^'d with fear ! 
No light appear'd around the spacious pile, 
Save a nnall lamp, which at a lattice grate 
Shot from the western tow'r a feeble ray. 

» 

AlF£X£NZI« 

Why from the western tow'r ? Who rested there ? 

Agnes. 

It was the prison of my lovely mistress. 

[Alfereiizi starts. 
The melancholy stillness of the night 
Made my own footsteps echo as I trod 
The ^othic clobters that surround* the courts : 
On the white marble of die banner^ hall 
I mark'd fresh drops of blood ! and further oa— 
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ACTEBCHZI. 



Hf^d ! and be c»tefa\, I ooojitre Ifaee, Allies; 
Tbere ia more terror m tbow litdb w<tnk 
TliaD in the proipect of eternal pa>^ ! 
Ilie father of Hoaoria! Ofa! my soull 
This a thy last dread trial : she is dead ! 
Tbe barbarous fiend has blotted nature's pagcy 
And written murder widi his poniud curst 
Steep'd in the fountun of his daugliter'a heart! 

Agnes. 

Next to the chamber of my darling ifaistren 
I fiew, with hurried step and beotii^ heart ; 
There, strew'd about, I saw her rich appard, 
Tliat deck'd her person wbea I puled from her ; 
Her cross of brilliants, and h^ em'rald zone. 
Thrown carelessly aside. 

Alfebenzi. 
O ! damned monster ! 

AONES. 

Then, wild with horror ! to the northern torn'r, 
s the stern fkdier erst was wont to pass 
oidn^ilit h<^r in suUen metUbiliob, 
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I rush'd impatieiit ; *tm» the dwwn 0I day. 

And thro' the painted casements purplcf light 

Cast a faint lustre OQ the. fearful gtoom. 

I gazVl around me — , ■ ^ 

Atvsitgiizi* 
Was the blood there too i 

Agnbs. 

Yes ; on the garment of the haughty oiarquif : 
The vest he wore last night was crimsonnspotted 
With humao g6r^ ; 9carce c^Id when | hehe)d it! ; 

Oh! 'tis Qiost sure I 

Agnes. 

Now hear me^ Alferenzi ; 
Prepare thy soul to meet another propf, 
As black as hell itself! I then descended 
By a small winding staircase, d^rk and damp/. 
To the long gall'ry where, in pictured pomp. 
The steel-clad ancestors of Vahnoiit hung. 
The clock struck three ! Beneath the fretted roqf ' 
The hollow-sounding echo lingering stole i 

VOL. !♦ X 
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I started ! Horror chain'd me to tbe spot ! 
When, gazing on the ground with fear-fix'd eyes; 
I mark'd this blood-stab'd scarf, which, when I left 
My angel mistress, veil'd her beauteous breast! 

Alferenzi, taking the scarf , 

Oh ! horrible ! beyond what thoi^t can frame ! 

l^Puts the scarf into his bosom. 
Grow to my anguish'd heart. Oh ! wounded nature ! 
If in my breast one spark of mercy gleams, 
liet these red drops extinguLi^ it for ever ! 

[^Efiter Francisco. 
Francisco, whereas thy mistress ? quickly speak. 

Francisco. 

I fear, most noble Sir, she's in her grave ! 
When last I saw her — 

Alfe«enzi. 



Was she not living ? 



Francisco. 

Scarcely, my Lord ; so sadly wan she look'd. 
That my old eyes did make my manhood blush 
Thro' many a uickling tear. 

3 
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« 

Alferenzi. 

Poor victim! 
And didst thou leave her so, unfeeling slave f 

Francisco. 

My Lord, I left her to a father's care ; 
She seemed most deeply troubled ; for her words 
Were incoherent, wild, and sorrowful ! 
I would have calFd assistance, but the marquis 
Commanded me to leave them. 

Alferenzi. 
Alone ! Francisco i 

Francisco. 

Alone, my Lord ; I dar'd not disobey ; 
His looks were terrible, and much I fear 
Some direful purpose rankled in his soul. 

Alferenzi. 

Francisco, get thee hence ; and let thy zeal 
Give strict observance to thy searching eye. 
Explore all secret comers oif the castlcj^ 
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Each darken'd niche^ and eVry lofty toVr ; 
Miirder^s a lurking fiend, and diuns the gaze 
Of broad-e/d honesty !' Now fare thee well. 

lExit Francisc^i- 
^gnes, this fkliber u a vile assassin ! 
A barb'rous monster, sacrilegious slave ! 
Who to the demon of insatiate wrath 
Has sacrificed the life of his dear child ! 
Oh ! thouieil woU> could notso sweet a lamb^ . 
With all the graceful eloquence of naUve, 
Arrest thy butcher's hand, and tunirthe knife 
On thy own cursU and most relentless bosom !' 
AH Erebus, conspiring with thy fate, 
Sent forth its blackest fiend to aid the deed. 
And drag thy trembling, soul to deep perdition ! 

A6NE9. 

4 " ■ 

Tis likely noble Albert interpos'd 
Too late to save Honori% and' was skun; 
By the rash marijois to impede pursuit. 

AZiFEBEKZr. 

Impossible ! none but the famish'd tiger 
Would kill the thing it lov'd ; if Vahnont's soul 
Could bend a moment from its churiish mood, 
That Albert was the dearest to his heart. 
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JUiaa] Honoria was his only victim ! 

Her bosom was the unpolluted tenqde 

Where imiate truths majestically thron'd, 

Feared not the subtle ^ance of malice fell, 

Tilly like the Basiibk, it seal'd its prey^ 

And feasted on its idoi ! AH the earth 

I'll traverse o'er to seek the monstrous villaia; 

And may the blue-wing'd bolts of Heav'n destroy me^ 

Jf e'^r I rest till vengeance is complete ! [E/eMWf . 



■isss 



AC3T III^SCENE X. 

w 

The inside of a davern. Tlte setting sun seen 
through a chasm in the rock* Ricardo and 
other banditti discovered drinking. 

RiCARDO. 

Tis st|;ange> that thro' this solitary wood 
No traveller ^as passM since yester-dawn ! 
Beshrew me but I'm weary of our trade ,; .. 
Knaves are so multiplied^ that hon^t men 
live better than ourselves ; and more secure, 
For each depends upon himself alone. 
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Second Robber. 
Ricardo, dost thou doubt our firm alliance i 

RiCARDO. 

In tnith^ not I ; it is the Time's disease 
Thatpalsies hone9ty ; for villsuns thrive 
In such profusion of victorious guilt. 
That ^ecresy is useless to our calling. 
Why skulk in cavem*d mountains, shrink from lights 
And lurk in ambush for die traveller's gold, 
While m the broad effulgence of full noon, 
In cities, thrc^'d with gaping multitudes, 
The bolder csutiff plunders all secure ! . 

* 
Third Robber. 

Thou knowest the world, Ricardo, 

RiCARDO. 

Yes; enough 
To make me shun one half the race of man, 
JVnd pity all the rest ! so frail is nature ! 

First Robber; 
Discrimination finds no easy task 
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In searching the gay paths of busy life, 
.Where all is outward artificial show, 
Put on to varnish falsehood. 

RiCARDO. 

True; but deception wears so thin a mask. 
That stem philosophy ne'er fails to note it. 
Whatever shape, complexion, or disguise. 
Hypocrisy may take, of ermin'd robe, 
Or threadbare vestment scant, or witching smile^ 
Or cynic brow austere, it cannot hide 
The base deformity that lurks within ; 
The bold and ra^ed kn^ve less dangVous still 
Than he who pranks him in a cloth of gold ! 

Valmont (without,) 
Hillo ! within there. 

Ricard6« 

Silence, good fellows: 
Let us retire, and shrewd observance make 
Of our unwary guest ; perchance some poor 
And woe-worn pilgrim here would find a nook 
To shield his body from the midnight blast : 
Do not forget, my comrades, we are men. 

m 

\^Exeunt to the inner cave. 
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Enter Valmont^ in the habit of a vassal, supporting 
Honoria, who has a white veil partly thrown off 
her face: she enters fearfully. 

■ 

Valmont. 

Here notbiog cam molest tbee. Nigbt dniwa nettr,' 
And ere dim flhttdows diroud the twilight gleam 
ril venture forth; not £ur from this lone vpot 
I marked a cloit'riqg vinejardi whose scoroh'd iNUik 
Was kindly freshtft'd bj a lim|Nd springs 
That from the neigbb'riqg steep meand'iing flowed. 
They sbatt supply our aolitBry meal ; 
And, when the amilit^ ydlow^verted mom 
Crowns with a wreath of gold the eastern hill. 
We will pursue our journey. Cheer^, love ; 
Look upi and all our miseries will end. 

HONOBIA. 

Thiiik'st thou that murder will not cry aloud. 
And rouse the fates to vengeance ? Will yon Heav'n^ 
Whose beamy eye encompasseth the world,, 
Wink at the deed of horror ? Elv'iy thorn 
That festers in the deeply-wounded mind 
May from Timers lenient pow'r a balsam take 
To draw its poison forth ; save where the hand, 



/ 
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Blurr'd with the life-stream of a fellow crentiir^i 
Contaminates the means ordain'd to heal^ 
And leaves the wretch past cure ! 

Valm o NT (grasping his ^ord.) 

Twcre best to die ! 
That cure at least is ready to my grasp ; 
Thou know'st I am no coward — : 

HoNORIA. 

Dreadful thought ! 
Oh ! wouldst thou then destroy thy better part^ 
Turn from the balsam Heav'n in pity leaves 
To cleanse thy soul^s deep wound and seal its pardon f 
Wquldst thou sum up tlie dark account of horrors, 
Andy by the sure damnation of thy deed. 
Rush from this transitory scene of anguisli 
To the dread chaos of eternal woe i 

Valmont. 

The complicated pangs that rend my heart 
Would melt the ministers of wrath to mercy. 

HONORIA. 

]3ut will not justice urge her sacred claimf 
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Will not the tongues of men denounce the act 
Tljat bids humanity recoil, aghast ? 

Valmoi^T. 

Why did I quit my home f My lofty state 
Had silenc'd busy clamour, and forbad 
The breath of calumny to taint my name ! 

HONORIA. 

Ohf empty sophistry ! delusive hope ! 
Tis in thy greatness thy conviction lies. 
Unseen, the sweetest low-bom buds decay ; 
But the proud Cedar, tow'ring on the rock. 
Stands like a land-mark to attract men's eyes ; 
' And, tho' it shares the bright meridian blaze. 
It cannot 'scape the pelting of the storm ! 

Valmont. 

Soon as my footsteps greet Helvetia's land, 
I may defy my fate ; for there, secure, 
What slave shall menace Valmont ? 

RicARDO (observing them from the inner cave*) 
Valmont! 
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Valmont. 

Hahi heard'st thou not a voioe^ vrith hollow sound, 
^peat the uame of Valmont^ 

* 

HoNORIA. 

Such it seemM ; 
Twas but the echo of this vaulted cave. 
Now let Die rest ; and while you venture forth 
To seek refreshing fruits, 1*11 \vatch and pray ! 

Valmont. 

I will not leave thee long ; and Heav'n, I ttv^ 
Will guard thee till my weary steps return. lErit 

HONORIA. 

Now all is still, and terrible as death ! 
Here meditation fearfully employs 
The melancholy hour; yet unappall'd 
Hood-wink'd destruction seems to stalk secure ! 
What, if my father should no more return ? 
How shall I find my way ? where seek repose ? 
Oh! Alferenzi! [taking a picture from her bosoni] 

if thy spirit blest * 
Could visit these dread haunts, thou wouldst appear^ 
To soothe me with a gleam of consolation ! 
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RicARBo (still observhtg her.) 
I will protect thee ! 

HONORIA. 

Celestial powers ! again the airy voice 
Of some prophetic spirit strikes my soul 
With petrifying sounds ! Perhaps this cave, 
FiU'd with enchantment, is the dark abode 
Of spectres horrible, whose bleeding wounds 
Make ghastly show of murder ^naveng'd ! 
An icy languor creeps along my veins, 
forewarning me of danger near at hand! 
My father, oh { retum«~r*He hears me not! 
Where shall I hide me i all within is death ! 
And all withoult, a solitary wiM, 
Bestrewed wilh thorns and perilous to tread! 
This inner cavern will be less expos'd 
To the night's nipping air — [The robbers rushforth^. 

God ! defend me ! What car your intent i 

1 do expect some mercy, as you hope 
Yo^rselves to be forgiv'n ! 

Second RaBBEB# 
What are you, lady ? 
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HOHOBIA. 

The wretched c^spiing of » wretched Sire ; 
A wandVing eiule from my native home ; 
Too poor for plunder, and too proud to weep ; 
For I believe that virtue bearsr a charm 
^Vhich bids the boldest viUaia shrink appall'd^ 

Thibd Robber (mzing Honoria.) 
Nay, if you brave us — ^you shall know our pow r I 

HiCABDOr 

Huffian ! stand back. Sweet lady, you ar^ safe \ 
For he that lifb his sacril^ous hand 
To strike at helpless woman^ shames mankiad. 
And siidts his coward soul so deep in hell. 
That nature scorns to own him ! Spare your thanks f 
I will defend you ; we are desp'rate men; 
But cruelty can never urge that sword 
Which courage vaunts the bearing. 

HoNOBIAr 

Generous man ! 
Now I can weep ! But they are thankful tears f 
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Wrongs urge the soul to vengeance, and call fortFi 
TImt pride which proves the antidote to grief; 
But kindness steals so sweetly o^er the sense. 
So melts the throbbing heart with tender joy, 
That, as the sun darts forth amidst the storm, 
The eye of grateful rapture beanls thro' tears ! 

RlCARDO* 

Soon must I leave you, for the hour draws near 
Which calls us to our watchful occupation. 

HoNORiA (lineeUng to Kicardo.) 

O ! hear me. 
If in your pathway you should chance to meet 
A venerable man, for my sake spare him ! 
His years are nearly numbered ; let him live 

■ 

To make his peace with Heav'n ! for much, I fear. 
He's not prepar'd for death t 

RiCARDO. 

He shall be safe. 
Now, let me counsel you to seek repose. 
In yon small cavein lies a rushy couch, 
Wliere innocence may taste of balmy dreams. 
For guilt has often slumber'd there secure! 
Lady, Heav'n guard you ! lExeunt banditiu 
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HONORIA. 

« 

Thou art not us'd to pray ! and yet thy voice 
May find swift passport to the reahns of grace, 
When pious fraud nlay supplicate in vain ; 
For thou art merciful ! Alas ! I fear 
Some savage thing hath cross'd my father's way ; 
The prowling wolf ; or, what is far more fell, 
Man, without pity for his hapless kind ! 
Thou solitary den, where guilt retires 
To hold fierce converse with the fiends accurs'd, 
Undaunted I approach thee ! for that pow'r 
Which guards the cradled infant while it sleeps, 
Sustains the laboring bark amidst the storm, 
And, while the tempest rends the mountain pine, 
Shields the poor shepherd's cot, will not forsake 
The child of sorrow in the hour of rest! 

[Exit to the inner cave. 

SCENE XI. Night 

On one side^ the Jlpennines-, with the entrame of a 
Cavern halfway up; on the other ^ a thick wood. 
Enter Valmont. 

Valmont. 
Oh ! what a lost and wretched thing is man ! 
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Who, bold in Hell's worst embassy, will start 
At the small rustling of a beetle's wing ! 
The wind that moans aloi^ these cav^m'd cli& 
Seems like the munnuni of a thousand tongues 
That tell my soul's undoing ! The faint stars. 
The manj^million ^es of prying Heav'n, 
Gleam humid, and surchar^'d with nature's tears I 
Yet what of that i 'Tis but my mind's disease. 
That feeds faint reason with portentous signs. 
And makes it 9cken at the touch of thought ! 
What have I not connnitted that Heav'n loathes ? 
First, in the ghastly train of hellish crimes, 
A noble brother, who in my defence 
Slew a proud Milanese, beheld in me 
His curs*d accuser ; and, to exile driv'n, 
Left me the lord of all hi? vast domains. 
Next, a chaste wife I banish'd irom her home ; 
My fickle sense was sated with her charms. 
And meaner beauties triumph'd in their turn ! 
Where shall my fev'rish conscience find repose P 
All the long snnny day, when Summer smiles. 
And leads old Time in flow'ry garlands on, 
A living spectre, hopeless and foriom, 
I journey fordi to an oblivious grave ? 
Nor at that fearful goal will the dread strife 
Feel blissful termination ; for beyond 
The rending pai^s that warn the trembling soui 
From its clay habitation, reason tells 
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Of something terrible ! and yet so sure. 
That nature starts to think on't ! Hark ! what stirs ? 
[Alferenzi appears in the tvood, and the day be- 
gins to dawn. 
Is it the potent fever of my bndn 
That takes my coward fancy prisoner. 
Or do I hear the sound of mortal tread ? 

[^^fter listening and looking round. 
HTwas but the waving of the sun-parch'd boii^hs^ 
Whose tawny canopy o'erspreads the wood. 

[VahnQut advances towards the cavern. Alfe- 
renzi rushes forward. 

♦ 

Valmont. 

Horrible spectre ! wherefore dost thou haunt me f 
Why from the shrouded pallet of the grave 
Present the form of murder'd Alferenzi? 
In pity hence ; for know, that spirits pure 
Can hold no converse with a damned wretch, 
In whose convulsive soul alt hell is raging ! 
Away! away! 

Alferenzi. 
Valmont 1 thy hour draws near ! 

TOL. I. . Y 
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I know thee, and wiU try what guardian fiend 
Will bliiirt my sword, m>lifted to destroy thee! 
What wraps thee so in horrible conceit i 

Valmont. 

Thick mystery ! that dims the mental eye, 
And makes us, scarce believe us that we ai^, 
Seeing, what cannot be ! ^is all illusion. 

Alferei^zi. 

Stiike at my^ heart, inexorable parent ! 
Or guard thy own, for one of us must fell. 

IDramng his sword. 

Valmont. 
If Alferenzi lives, then all is well! 

4 

Alferenzi. 

All is not well, preyarieating slave ! 
Draw, draw thy sword ; let Heav'n decide betwe^ u» 

Valmont (drawing his sword.) 

Then be it so! Though thou hast once escap'd^ 
Thou'rt not invuberable : now, come on;. 



i 
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ril teach thy tongue to quell its lofly phrase, 
Or perish in the combat. 

[They fight; Honoria rushes forth fwm the ca- 
vem, and stands before the entrance. 

HONORIA. 

Oh! spare him! spare him! 

[Alferenzi drops his sword. 
Barbarian, do not kill. an aged man ! 
Or stay diy sword, and let me perish with him ! 

(Ronom descends ; Alferenzi recedes.) 

Alferenzi. * 

Thou sainted spirit ! shadie of my Honoria ! 
That, like au angel, com'st to turn my sword. 
And save my soul, thirsting fbr blood of man, 
Do not approach me ! ev'ry trembling nerve 
Obeys thy potent eye, aiid the cold drops 
Hiat bathe my brain will quench the ray of reason. 

HoNORiA (Valmont leans against a tree.) 

He lives ! he lives ! It is my Alferenzi! 
Light of iny life! dearer dian life itself! [Embracing^ 
dh ! do these eyes behold thee oiice more bres^hing? 

Y « 
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My fother, here, before the face of Heay'ir, 
Kneel, and adore the minister of pity. 
Who, bending from its sf^ere, restores him to us ! 
(Vahnont appears pale an^ faint. Honoria mpports 
him.) 
Speak! art thou hm-t? Hah! from thj mangled breast 
The life-stream gushes I Ye relentless pow'rs ! 
Turn not the measure of my joy to woe ! 

[Valmontya/Zs ; Honpria kneels. 
Let me. support thee : look upon thy child : 
Oh ! speak, fof I must hear thy voice once more^ 
To say, that thou forgiv'st me : Save him, Heav'n ! 

.Valmont. 

Sweet image of a chaste and injur'd saint ! 
A dying father's blessing shall be thine. 

Honoria. 

« 

Thou i^alt not die; I cannot live to see 
Those darling eyes closed in the sleep of death ! 

Valmont. 

Brave Alfer^ia ! I believ'd thee murdered ; 
Jn the dark-tangled wood that skirts oiir castle, . . 
I saw thee fall, thrice wounded by my sword. 
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AlFERENZIi 

Tby victim was duke Albert ! Hapless Valmont, 
Heav'n's sure to hetir when murder cries for justice ! 

* 

HONOKIA. 

Oh ! mb'ry supreme ! oh ! my lost father ! 

Valmont. 

If yet the noble Leonardo lives, 
Seek oUt his lone asylum, and restore 
The just possession of his rich domains ;. 
Tell him, that Heav n at last aveng'd his wrongs, 
And humbled his proud brother, to the dust ! 
Now let me press thee to my streaming heart ; 

[To Honoria. 
Alas ! my parting sigh will soon extinguish • ^ 

The feeble lamp of life, and my last pang 
Pay the dread forfeit which my crimes demand ! 

[Dies: 

Honoria (to Alferenzi.) 

Now, is thy rage appeas'd ? If thy fell soul 
Still pants for Valmont's blood, strike here ! this heart, 
This bursting heart, will scoin to sue for pity. 
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Alfbrsnzi. 

Do not diatfact fne with thy fierce reproaches; 
A dread cokicideace of time and act 
Drew me from Season's empire to Despair ! 
Dire and disastrous as the deed may seem, 
Twast o avenge thy wrongs that I am guilty ; 
For I believ'd that Vabnont — thy aamssin ! 
Let npie ^itreat thee to be patient, love. 

HONORIA. 

Hence with lliy feign'd contrition ! my weak brain 
Bums with liie firem^ thou hast heap'd upon it. 

AXFERBN2I. 

This 9ghf will make thee mad ! Quit, quit die scene. 
Nor feed tbe gnawing apgoish of thy souL 
Soon will I. bear thee to my mative shored. 
Where, ']3Pad$t the fond endearments of new friiends. 
Of nOble kindred, and resplendent joys, 
The.mem'ry of past grief shall fade away. 

HoNORiA (rising.) 

Ob { 'wSk dot be ! This is my destin'd home ! 
I'd rather w^rtSei? Uke a pUgrim poor ! 

5 



Toil, like a shift' who in tibe lonrid blwe 
Curses the sun that nulrk'd idia for dtsfMUTi 
Than journey thidi^r : fatre will I reinaiB. 
Oh ! the vast sum of my disastrous life 
Seems like an atom to this^world of woe ! 

. [Honoria returns to the body. 
Yet let me kiss that cheek, pale and distorted 
Stem was thy aspect, yet my soul would give 
Half its dear hopes of an immortal crown 
To see those eyes but once liiore gaze upoq me 
But they are dark, clos'd in the sleep of death 

Alferenzi. 

Let me conceal thee in some spot secure. 
While to the earth I give thi^ breathless corse. 
I do not covet life, deprived of thee, 
And wilt thou doom me to the tort'ring rack i 
Canst thou behold this throbbing, loyal heart. 
Mangled and bleeding as a public show i 

Wilt thou not shudder when the rabble's shout 

« ... 

Shall drown the agonizing groan of death i 

« 
Honoria. 

Oh ! do not torture me ; ahs I my soml 
Already shrinks beneath Jits weight of grief* 
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Wherefore deny a murdered faiher^s dust 

The holy inc^iBe of a filial tear? 

No other rite will consecrate his grave! 

ALFBltENZI. 

Delay bringS' danger ; see, the purple dawn . 
Is gayly tissu'd o'er with beamy gold ! 
The merry birds begin their matin songs. 
And i|ew-boni glory animates the scene ! 
Let m§ conceal thee in yon cavem'd cliff. 

» 

HONORIA, 

Ha 1 now I do bethink tne, wretched man ! 
This is no place for parley ! Yon dark cave 
Is the dread haunt of robbers : get thee hence ; 
Danger and death await thee ! Oh ! begone. 

Alferenzi. 

What! leave thee to the mercy of banditti? 
Forsake thee, helpless, faint, forlorn and sad, 
To be the victim of wild rioters ! 
The sport of ruffians — lawless, cut-throat knaves! 
Beside yon mountain a poor clay-built shed 
I slightly noted as I pass'd along ; 
l^y, 4y thee thither-; I will follow soon. 
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HONORIA. 

Oh ! dread idtemadve ! oh ! citiel task ! 
Betake thyself to flight, ill-^fated man ! 
For we must meet no more! One little word, 
One parting sigh, still struggles at mj heart ! 
Ha ! look not so upon me ! Is it thus 
Our intercourse mtist end f our radi^t mora 
Of love, and hope, and youth, and tender joy, 
Shadow'd by sorrow, and convuls'd with storms ! — 
Go to thy splendid home, thy friends await thee ; 
Death is preparing in the silent tomb 
A lonely bed, where I shall sleep at peace. [JBorti, 

Alferenzi, 

Now in yon cave will I conceal this corse ; 
And then, O God ! teach me to hide myself 
From my own knowledge ! Busy, busy thought. 
Away, and let oblivion be thy grave ! 

, IHe advances towards the body ; the scene closes^ 
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AGt IV. SCENE XII. 

A Wood. Morning. 
Enter the Prince Moktalva ami Fbancisgp. 

MONTALVA. 

Twas at the ^trance of tbis lonely wood 
]^7 mules were ^ be station'c)— are they cone ? 

Francisco. 

Not yet niy lord; sd^' please you, wait awhile 
In this qoql shade | the sun swift jounieys high, 
And soon will shed intolerable day. 

Montalva, 

Is there no lowly hut where we may rest ? 
Affliction preys upon my feeble frame, 
And bends me to the earth: .1 fain would live 
A little while, to do an act of justice. 
l^y vassals all are {^rm'd, and on the watch, 



And yet we have no tidings ! Let us seek 
Some hospitable shed to stay their, coming, 

Francisco. 

- • » 

Among the craggy hills, not hr from hence, 
An hermit dwells ; a poor, but holy man ! 
Time that has fiuTow'd o'er his meagre cheek 
Ne'er saw it blush for any act of shame : 
His herds, his vineyard, foster'd by his hand. 
Repay his labours with that homely fare 
Which conscious virtue renders passing sweet! 
If in so low a dwelling you can rest, 
J thiqk you'll be right welcome. 

MoNTAtVA. 

Well I know, 
Tis not beneath the gilded dome of state. 
Nor 'midst the gaudy sycophantic tribe, 
That peace delights to dwell ; she bends her way 
To ^ poor hermit's hospitable roof. 
Where liberty, the fairest child of heav'n ! 
Smiles on his board, and with her sacred voice 
Bids him look down upon die high-born base, 
Tho' great in splendour, if they're less than men? 
Now to the mountain hut. I^ad on, Francisco. 

[Exeurit. 
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SCENE XIII. 

Among the Apennines. Leonardo, as an hermit^ 
comes forth from a small huty with two baskets 
and a wicker bottle. 

Enter the Prince Montalva and Francisco. 

Francisco. 

« 

Good father, bless you I 

Leonardo. 

Thanks for your greeting ; 
And Mess you, gestie son; is it your wish 
To stay awhile, and mend your strei^th with food ? 

Montalva. 

We'll ekiter, honest heart, with your good.leave ; 
And for your cheer will recompense you nobly. 

Leonarpo. 

Divine benevolence repays itself ! 
And much it grieves me to deny your suit ; 
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Bat my goodrwill is shackled by restraioty 
While seemit^ churlishness, in truth, is pity. 

MONTALVA* 

We will not be denied. 

Leonardo (guarding his hut, and setting down 

his basket, l^c. S^c) 

Sooth, but you must ! 
Not for an empire should your footsteps pass 
Tins narrow threshold. I will bring you food. 

Francisco. 

What dost thou mean f Thy miserable hut 
Hath never sheltered yet a guest so noble. 

Leonardo. 

Think'st thoii I prize the gifts which fortune ownsf 
If he hais true nobility of soul, 
He toVrs above the attributes of wealth. 
And Wants no other charm to make him great ! 
But wherefore scoff at this, my poor abode ? 
It is mine own ; these wither'd hands did raise it : 
My board is simply strew'd ; but what of that? 
^is with the gifts of Heav'n ! and who shall say 
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The proudcij^ jnortal can he better fed i 
I flatter ao man, and am no maa^s ^av$ ! 
My garb is coarse and scant ; but let the vain^ 
Wrapp'd in the vital labours of the worm, 
Say if their pulses beat as calm as mine! 
No bed of down or canopy of gold 
Here pampers fev'rish luxury to rest ; 
But on my lonely pillow temp'rance waits. 
And prompts repose that splendour cannot give ! 
How many, deck'd in all the pride of state. 
With ermine stole, and starry wreath of gems, 
Would gla(By lay their guilty trappings by. 
To taste the tranquil joys that mark the hours 
In what thou call*st, my miserable hut ! 

MoNTALVA (talcif^ out his purse:) 

Then do not act the churl; and drive us hence. 
Wanting the lowly lodging we would hire 
At ten-fold value ; this will buy men's souls. 
And tempt the sternest sanctity to sin ! 
Bid the cold anchoret renounce his vows,; 
The rosy vestal sell her youthful hopes, 
To wed with shfiyell'd age ; and, with its gloiss, 
So dazzle mortal eyes, thatiiature smiles 
To s^e philosophers the slaves of ,fool% 
And her own dross, the bribe of their dishonour ! 
What cannot gold subdue f 
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Leonardo. 



niilanthropy !- 
That sympathetic love of human kind 
Which instinct cherishes in souls sublime ! 
Which bids pale mis'ry raise the languid eye. 
While the recording cherub seak the bond 
That Heav'n repays with rapture ! 

Montalva/ 

Thy words most strangely contradict thy deeds ! 
Thou talk'st of kindness, yet with churlish mien 
Bidst the lorn traveller with hunger faint. 
Shame on the MTetch who vaunts humanity 
But to draw forth the misery he mocks 
With curious eye to scrutinize the heart, 
And yet riefuse the pity that would heal it ! 
He has no right to pry into my fortunes 
Who has no tear to mitigate their woes ! 

Leonabbo. 

Nay, now you rate me with reproach so keen. 
That my old eyes are drownM in drops of grief! 
Full twenty winters have my weary feet 
Trod the white pathway of these frozen hills ; 
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Yet never did I bar my humble cell 
Against the trav'Uer faint ; biit I have sworn, 
And may I perish if I break my oath. 
To shield from ev'iy eye the goi^eous gem 
That casket rude contains ! Forth I repair'd 
To gather fruits and rob the limpid spring 
For my sweet frigitive, who seems most sad 
And vanqiiish'd by despair.. Are ye not men ? 
And can ye blame or wonder at the zeal 
That snatches beauteous woman from the grave f 
Long have I brav*d ihe bleak and stonny wind ; 
Forsworn all intercoursb with worldly joy ; 
liv'd a poor hermit^ cheerless and alone !^ — 
When the fann'd snow fell fast upon my roof. 
Whole nights I've listen'd to the howling wolves ; 
Fear never thrill'd my heart nor blanch'd my cheek ;- 
Yet have I not the courage to behold 
A fellow creature fall, whom I could save ! 

• 

MONTALVA. 

A task so pious must not be delay'd. 
Pursue thy way, good heart, and, trust my word, 
I will not trespass, or with curious eye 
Profane thy dwelling blest ! but near the door 
Will watch with zeal so pure, that none shall dare 
To pass the threshold. 
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V 

t 

Lbonabdo. 

tviU soon return; 
My vineyard is hard by ; be of good cheer. 

lEjcit Leonardo. 

FeAM CISCO. 

Oft have I jseen diis melancholy sage, 
When by the side of these snow-mantled cliffs 
I chas'd the fire-ey'd wolf. His manners mild 
And hospitable cell have spread his fame 
Beyond the borders of the rushing Po; 
For many an infant, on its grandsire's knee. 
With fond attention and inquiring eye, 
Prattles of good Anselmo. 

MONTALVA- 

Anselmo! 
He that is nam'dthe hermit of the cliffs ? 

Francisco. 

• « 

The isame ; and much it moves surprise in all, 
That so much virtue, and so rich a mind, 
Should give to solitude their cheerless days. 

VOL. I. . ' z 



Jte-€i^er LediMur4o. 

Leonardo. 

tmt to mylieaateous fugitive, and dien 
Together we will make our healthful meal^ 
Here, courteous stranger, «|ire^ the frugal treat 
On die green bank, and 111 return to bless it. 

[Gives one basket to Francisco, and with the 
other enten the cell, but imtanily returns* 

LsovAsno. 

She sleeps ! The weary seqses charg'd with grief 
Are numW by their own anguish, stealing heidth 
E'en from the pobon that did ncken them ! 

MONTALVA. 

In truth, good hermit, you excite my wonder!' 
Nor can ingenious reason find a cause 
Why choice should lead you to a spot so drear, 

That spurr'd necessity recoik to view it ! 

* 

Leonardo. 
Alas ! a story so replete with woe. 



So fiiU of horror, will but move your pity ! 
Sprung from an ancitnt nMse, mg :IQom of life 
Gave the bright earnest of a lustrous day ! 
But in those hours mhm yxuiPg infeil>p'ri4e bipod 
Seizes jlie fever irf* uucurb'd 4eiws, 
It is not stnuage ftait nw»'9 mb^ f9j 
Was quench'd nnd vgmc^lijeir'd by mpetMWS brettb* 
A friend ! — Qkl hovr <ttd b^ bli8ph^|»9 tb^ name !-*- 
Woo'd a sweet lady : she wwp Mite^'a nwe ; 
That shed ricbliisjbre w leadi biBoMbr imf'vl 
Her sire ador'd her, and with tender care 
Sought such alliance 9s vpigjxt iprace her birth. 
My fiiend was but his frither's youngest son, 
And sm^U hh n>ea03, ^^pmpar'd witji his descent. 
One fatal night, 'twas when the blushing spring 
Fann'd my warm bosom with the austral breeze, 
Flush'd with the grape, in merry, harmless mood, 
Beneath her lofty window we repaired. 
And, with the dulcet tinkling Mandolin, 
Beguil'd her of her rest. The frither watch'd, 
And on my young associate fiercely sprang. 
Who, all unarmed, was smking to the ground. 

MONTALVA. 

So feU my gallant boy ! and did he perishf 



22 
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Leonabdo. 

Urg'd on to frenzy by this bold assaulti 
I rush'd between them, sav'd the friend I loVd, 
And smote the barb'rous ruffian on die breast : 
He fell, bis own stiletto reached his heart ! 
^was a rash deed, but could I tamely see 
The dear companion of my youthful days 
Vanquisb'd and murder «[ by a villain's hand ? 

MoNTALVA. 

, - . ^ 

And did he wed the cause of your mishap i 

Leonardo. 

He did ; and, to requite my honest zeal, 
Tum'd, . like a serpent, on my fost'ring breast, 
And stung the heart that lov'd him ! With fell rage> 
TTireatea'd, himself, to be my base accuser, 
And spum'd me from him like a guilty slave ! 
Disgusted with the treachery of Us soul, 
I fled ; and from that fatal hour have been 
The solitary tenant of this cell, 
The scene of meditation, pra/r, and peace ! 
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W[qNTALVA. 

CursM be the villain, wheresoever he dwells ! 

Lbonard.o. 
Oh! do not cijUQBel)imi for he wa»--mybrodier! 

MONTALVA, 

Of noble bulfa, and yet so vile a soul !^ 

Leonardqv 

Att outward semblance of attractive grace, 
Hereditary splendours, beauty, valour. 
Wit, learning, fancy, eloquence divine ! 
Where godUke virtue dwelk not in die soul. 
May feed upon the vapour, adulation. 
And boast an unsubstantial glitt'rii^ name. 
That dazzles only for a fleeting day. 
But innate glory shall outstrip the grave \ 
Apd shine when all of pageantry and pride, 
like the false meteors on the wings of night; 
Shall waste ii^ emjpty air ! 

Enter Honoria from the Hermitage^ 
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MoNtALVA. 

Mysterious fteAv^n ! Honoria still idive ! {Jnde. 

fioJroitiA. 

I counsel diee to seek fiiy peaceful home. 

Nor thus pursue the ptehfMi of revenge. 

Remember^ he who can forgive his foe, 

Is nobler for &an he that bids him die ! 

We all can kill ; and, vaunting our own strength. 

We crush the thing Vlre hftte ; but can we give 

ilie spark that bids the meanest reptile breathe ! 

Oh ! did the powerful dare with impious rage 

To murder d^e defenceless, who, alas! 

Coold look with rapture for to-inorroW's dawn ? 

MoKtALtA. 

I go to seek the mi^d^rer df my ^n. 

HOKOBIA. 

"Ilien spare thy feeble age such thriftless toil ; 
The murderer of thy son sleeps in the grave! 
He was as dear to this afflicted heart 
As Albert was to thine. 
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MONTALVA. 



Miflguided girl ! 
Tliy caution thinly veib the wretcfc thoa bv'sl ; 
Tliat villain, Alferenzi, ¥^as't not he i 

HONOBI^. 

Old man, I will not tell thee who it was>; 
For, if his death will not appease thy wiatb, 
Thou hast no Christian mercy in thy soul, 
Aod art not worth my pity ! 

Alferenzi (ipeahng withavt.) 

Where is this cell, good fellow ? 
Thou dost not give thy feet that williiig zeal 
Which my impatience urges. 

Enter Alferenzi. Seeing Montalva and Honoria, Ae 
stf^ suddenly and amazed. 

Montalva ! 

Hah ! How is this i Am I at last betrayed I 

My feet seem rooted to this speck of earth. 

And guilty pangs convulse my tortur'd frame! 

Shake off thy blood-stain'd garb, my trembling soul. 
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And let a br^hter semblance cheat men's eyes. 
It will not be ! I dare not meet their glance, 

HoNORiA (^^0 A ferenzi, asides) 
Thy crime is secret, as the will of Heav'n. 

Alfebenzi (Montalva and Leonardo talk aside.) 

I cannot spnm this busy fiend away : 
Is this what men call conscience ? Oh ! 'tis hell ! 
I am a wretch^ a coward ! Leave me, leave me. 

Montalva. 

Well ma/st thou stvt, ahd tfenpible at my gaz^. 
Thou homicide abhorr'd ! now meet thy fete ; 
'Tis Albert's sword that strikes thee. IThey fight 

HoNORiA (rushif^ between them.) 
He did not kill thy son ; the murd'rer was 



Montalva. 



Who? 
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. HONORIA, 



My father! Marquis Valmont! 



LaONARDOi 



^y brother ! 



HONORIA. 



Oh ! all ye hosts ^of Heav'n ! Do I beholcl 
file Ypnerable^ noble Leonardo ! 

Leonardo, 

Let my tears answer thee^ before their sourci^ 
Is petrified with wonder ! Oh ! my child. 
Art thou the offspring of ill-fated Valmont ? 

^Embracing Honoria. 

MONTALVA, 

Most injur'd I^eonardo, Heav'n at length 
Has paid the recompense thy virtues claim'd* 
We wiU return to Valmont, where thy life 
Shall, like the sun tliat triumphs o'er the storm, 
Amidst resplendent glory sink to rest! 
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Leonardo. 

Now let U8y in iny solitary cell. 
Refresh our weary spirits for a time ; 
Then each shall tell h]^ mdancholy tal«v 
And shed a kindly sympathetic tear. 
To wash away the traces of past woe ! 

[Exeunt Montalva, Leonardo, Francisco, and 
the Peasant, into the Hermitage. 

Al?bbenzi. 

Ah ! stay, Honoria ! Do not leaye me thus ; 
Look up, my love, nor let affliction's shaft 
Bathe in the ruby current of tiiy heart. 
'[Hme will wear out these dark corroding spots. 
And wing thy hours with joy ! 

HoMOBIA. 

Oh! Never? Never! 
Time, that with ceaseless laboar can unfold 
The wondroas page of nature ! tiiat can lay 
The loftiest temples level with dieir base ! 
Steal the soft graces of the iairest form, 
Andy by the shadow of his restless wing. 
Eclipse the sun of intellectual light } 
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Can brnig ho mdioniEtiiig balm^ to faeal 
The wounded setee, \vkere memory still lives! 
Day after day the caok'rkig worm, reflection, 
Feeds Qti lbe with'rkig fibres of the heart, 
And poisons aU its hopes ! 

Alferenzi. 

Wliere woridst thou seek repose, oh! tdl m^ 
jiweet? 

HoNORIAin 

In death ! where he whose undelighted days 
Have been but tardy scenes of chequer'd woe, 
Assail'd by poverty, despair, and pain! ^ 

On the same pillow lays his weary head 
Where kings must deep, when earthly powV shall fade. 
And nirtare whispers, here thy journey ends! 

Alferenzi. 

Think not so deeply, love ; oh! look upon me ; 
Tliy Alferenzi's iate is link'd with thine. 

HONORIA, 

That I have lov'd thee, Heaven can bear me witness, 
Beyond what truth can paint or fancy form ! 
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With thee I could have liv'd^ and been content, 
Beneath some mountain hoveFs rushy roof ; 
Have shar'd the busy task of daily toil, 
And smiled and sui^ the weary hours away ! 
When gaudy Summer deck'd the glowing scene, 
I would have trimm'd our citadel of joy, 
Have call'd our humble meal a 'princely feast. 
Our myrtle bow'r a canopy of state ! 
Or when stem Winter swept the frozen plain. 
And tumbling torrents drown'd the valley's pride, 
I would have crept, half trembling, to thy arms. 
And mock'd the howfing of the midnight storm ! 
But vi$ionary scenes of joy are past; 
Horror and guilt assail where'er I turn, 
And all is anguish, frenzy, and despair ! 

Alf^BENzi, 

Dress not thy fancy in such weeds of grief! 
Let hope and love enchant thee to repose. 

HONORIA. 

Can love or hope restore a parent lost ? 
Ah ! little dost thou know the tender claims 
Tliat bind in feath'ry spells each vagrant thought. 
Love should be gentle as the twilight breeze. 
And pure as early mom's ambrosial tears, 
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Spangling the lily on the mountain's side. 
I cannot Wed the murd'rer of my father ! 

Al^ebbnzi. 

Oh! do not call it murder! He whose life 
Pays the due forfeit to offended Heav'n, 
'Haying by outrage blurr'd his country's laws, 
Deserves that country's hate ; and only falls 
To benefit h^r safety! 

IIONORIA. 

Yes ; but when rigour, cherish'd by revenge, 
Treads on the heels of justice, thrusting back 
Humanity itself, the trembling scale 
Preponderates at will, and makes the deed 
Scarce less than legal murder ! Be resign'd, 
Appease the wrath of Heav'n, and let me rest ! 

lExit into the Hermitage. 

Alferenzi. 

' O Hope ! inconstant as the summer gales 
That kiss the fragrant bosom of the rose, 
Thou shalt no more beguile me : I awake ! 
Conviction tells me, in this wondrous mass, 
All joy is transient, and the fairest scenes 
Fraught with deception! £arth, air, seas; e'en man 
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Deceives, while motl iie is himself deceiv'4^ 
Glozing with sanies 4m hypocrite he hates! 
The flowery path we tread is sprinkled o'er 
With pois'hous weeds, and dews diat threaten death. 
The sUlfiil pilot plou^ his glitt^rii^ waj^ 
Nor fears the coming danger, till the deep. 
Blackening and foaming, now a yawning gulph. 
And now a liquid mountain, swells with rage. 
And the gay gallant baii^ — ^is se^n no more ! 
The eagle ^andly soars to greet the sun! 
Sweeps the bland concaire with his lordly wbg, 
And revels in the plenitude of day ! 
Soon, on the viewless pinions of the storm, 
Hie rollii^ clouds obscure the beaimy plains, 
TVimprison'd lightnings break their sulphur bonds^. 
And 'midst the blaze th' exulting tyrant dies! 
Oh ! blissful termination of all ills ! 
Ambrosial drop ! that lingers m die dregs 
Of fate's embitter'd cup! oblivious death ! 
Would I could taste thee, and forget my woes! 
But coward mis'ry clings to airy hope, 
Grasping from hour to hour a feeble chain, 
Which br^ks at last, and burisfaim to despair! 
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ACT V. SCENE XIV. 

The Front of mold Mmiastery ; with a View 
of the Appennines at Sun-set, 

Enter Honoria. 

HONORIA. 

Here, in thisawfiil, fliis monastic gloom, 
I trust my weary soul will find repose ! 
As late 1 stood tjqK)n die carem^d cliffy 
Listening die eat'ract's desolating roar, 
I marked the sjnres ct diis lone faabitalioii 
Red with flie lustre of Ihe sinking sun! 
The solemn silence that surrounds these walls 
Well suits the shrine of holy meditation. 
And feasts the mind with luxniy of thought. 
This is the goal where, faint with life's dull toil. 
The feeble woe-worn trav'Iler stops, and smiles 
To know the busy hour of grief is past! 
For, after all, what is this fevVous state ? 
A transient day, of sun-shiue and of storms ; 
A path, bestrewed with thorns and roseate wreathes ; 
We journey on with hope, or lag with fear. 
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Still, minute after minute, cheating tune. 
Till, at the close, we Btumble on the grave. 

[Light appears thro* the painted windows 
of , the Chapel. 
It is the hour of vespers, which prepares 
The mind serene of virgin innocence 
For slumbers undisturbed by ruthless care^ 
Oh ! apathy ! thou kindly numbing powV ! 
Thou opiate ! rivalling the Theban drug, 
Lullii^ the nimble passions of the soul, 
And binding fast in sweet oblivious spells 
The wild rebellious £uicy, here thou dwell'st ! 
But I shall know thee not ; my weary life 
Unfading memory presents before me. 
Dark as the clouds that shroud the coming storm \ 
When will the day-star rise, that shall proclaim 
My mom eternal in the realms of bliss. 

\The gate opens, Constantia comes forward,- 

CoNSTANTIA. 

I heard the voice of mis'ry complaining, 
While at the holy altar of our saint ! 
And Heav n forbid the temple of religion 
Should e'er be shut against the child of woe f 

HONORIA. 

Alas ! I ask but little, rev'rend mother. 



I 
I 



Con^tAntka. 
Make your request j I only ink yotir will; 

lloxoBiA. 

• II. ^ 

A lonely speck of consecrated earth f 
A narrow pallet ki die i/ik^ gm^f 

]9ave yoU n<y kini^ed to relieve yow caares t 

H0N6RIA* 
I had a fiither wtten the nm £d rise f 

CJoNSTiNTlA. 

And dfoes he let t&ee wander thus fo^loi^ t 
Where is he, gefKie i^ttranger i 

• Hoi^ORiA. 

He's in Heav'n ! 
Is he in Heaven P — Yes> yes $ I hope he is f 
He was a: very stem and rash old man ; 

YOt. r. A A 
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But still he was my father ! He is gone ! 
Cold drops of blood ireeze on hb silver hairs^ * 
Like the small flowers that peep thro' Alpine snow ! 

CONSTANTIA. 

Holy Saint Peter ! Was he murdered, lady i 

HoNORiA (confused.) 

I fear he was : most sure I am he died ! 
His cheek was pale, and petrified^ and cold ! 
But I entreat you let us change the matter. 
For 'tis a wounding subject ; and, alas! 
I own Fm strangely wild when I do think ou't ! 

CONSTANTIA. . 

Oh ! my heart feels thy sorrows in its own ; 
Lake thee, sweet inaid, in youth's exulting bloom, 
I found within these solitary walls 
A blest asylum from oppressive woe ! 
My noble kindred long have moum'd me lost ; 
For since this awful sanctuary I sough| 
No tidings fasve I sent to tell my fate. 

HoNOBIA. . 

Indeed ! I pray you, do not count my youth 



TRB SICILIAN tOTEV; S55 

Too apt Imd forward, if urith curious speedb 
I qucftkm you, How long in this deep gloom ' 
Your beauty has been shrouded from the world i 

tJoi^sxANTiA. 

Just twenty sumniers, hdlf my days of woe^ 
Here have I pass'd sequedter'd and unknown. 
So long has sUfF*rance borne affliction's thorny 
Deep rankling in the breast of wedded love ! 

HoNORlA. 
Of wedded love ! art thou then married ? Speak ! 

CONSTANTIA. 

Oh ! would t were no t But tti' omniscient powV^ 
1 trust, in pity, will, with tenfold joys, 
Requite my child for all her mother's wrongs ! 
If yet she breathes. Heaven show'r doWn blessings 

on her. 
And guide her thro' this wilderness of woe I 
Oh ! could t once behold her ere I die. 
Could I but dasp her in my fond embrace, 
I would forgive her father's crtiel scorn 
And bless the name of Valmont. 

X 
» * 

HoNOitlA. 

Oh! 'tis she! 

A A » 



-S^ ^^mm SICILIAN coArm. 

I am Aj dtHd ! dij Wd, thy lott Hoaoria f 
The b^ieu o&pnag ot t)ie imirdtr'd Vjilmont. 

CONSTANTIA. 

SuppoctHie, Heav'n! [Faints.^ 

HoN^BiA {supponing, her.) 

What har my rashne® 4bne ^ 
Oh ! do not leave me, angel 1 mother f Speak !' 
ISogoiaa caUs thee ! let i^ot <)eath's fell gni«p 
Tear tfac^ fond parent from her long lost child ! 

[Constantia revive^.' 
She lives ! si^e breatHes ! Oh ! cherish in thy he^ 
The only comfort pf thy widowed days : {they embrace*- 
We willy when fainting hope denies to cheer iis» 
Mingle our tears, and smile at ruthless fate, 
In all the proudest luxury of woe !' 
By day FU strew thy lonely path with flowers, 
And all the live-lpng night tliy sbimbers ^fitch, 
And chant my orisons for blessings on thee !> 

CONSTANTIA.. 

Alas ! my child ! such pious hopes are vain ; 
Here must I stay for ever ! Thou art bom. 
For gaudier scenes of g>lendour and delight ! 
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HONO^IA. 

STot (at ibe glob&'s vast treasures ijfovlA I leavtt 
diee! 
Thou dildt fetum p y^diiptont;; to' thy home^; : 
The noble Leonardo's close of life 
Win bloom a second ^ring of y<»itfa and joy. 
Blest m the cotiverse of a saint Uke t^ee I 

jCoNSTANTMi. 

liliat cannot be ; nor must diou here j^e kj^own. 
My vows for ever bii^d me to dds goid. 
Where, till my last funereal ped £^all spilpd. 
My vesper pfay'rs, my e^ly niB^ soligs, 
Must still coAfiraa my Meorai league with Heay'n. 
Thou art a'erwhelin^d v^iA pmecutii^ woe ; 
^ome, let nie lead t&^ to fb^ shnne of pleace. 

Hoih!>ria. 

Oh ! best of angels ! Here win I remain ; 
This venerable pile shall be our tomb. 
Where we will rest together ! 
Mossrgrown shrines, [Afproaching the gate.. 
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Where persecution ghrinks from pit/s gaze. 
And penitence prepares the soul for Heav'n, 
Ob ! welcome to my dreary fev'rish soul ! 

^Exeunt into the Monastery 

SCENE XV. A thick Wood. Night. 

The Convenfs painted mndows seen at a distance, . 
Enter Alferenzi^ meetir^ an old Peasant. 

Well ! hast thou found her ? Ev'ry tangled dell, 
^^lach thorny .labyrinth, and lopely glade. 
In vain I've search'd aqd traversed o'er and o'er ! 
I YfjIfX not los^ her. so | . What, like si coward. 
Yield up my hopes, and be the passive fool 
That for^e jfBBkea hex plaything ? ^ i« still \ 
The mopipg bat has wheel'd his circling flight. 
And hies him weary to his haunted home ! 
No wand'ring insect winds his little horn 
To bid the drowsy traveller beware. 
While perilous oblivion grasps the scene ! 
Oh ! if I find her not, the gath'ring mists. 
That hasten round us on unwholesonie wings, 
Will chill her gentle bosom — 
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{^EASANT. 



Heav'n forefend ! [Lightning. 

Twiltte a stormy hour. Oh! gracious Sir! 
Id truth my heart is sorely wrung with pity; 
For countless are the dai^rs that beset 
The midnight wandVf^r in these lonely haunts ; 
Nor are the famish'd wolves that roam for prey 
More to be dreaded than the lawless swords 

or merciless banditti ! 

- ■ 

Alferenzi. 

' I fear them not. [Thunder and lightning. 

Horrors on horrors crowd so thick upon me, 
That palFd imagination, sickening, spilms 
The sanity of r^eason ! man can but bear 
A certain portion of calamity ; 
For when the pressure heapM upon the brain 
O'erwhelms the active faculties of thought, 
The pang acute subsides, and leaves the mind 
A chaos wild of gorgeous desolation ! 

Peasant. 

I hear the feet of passengers ; their steps 
Give hollow signal on the sun-burnt ground. 



Here> take ^kis good stiletto, honest carl^. 
And guaid thy breast^ if any ill should tfireatea. 

Enter two Robbers. 

• . • • .• ' » 

^y poniard is prepared with moi^ poiaoQi, 
And h^ that feels it diies. [^Idghinif^* 

lAlferevizi, perceivif^ the Robbers by thit 
lightning.' 
C?owards] assassins! 

iTic Robbers <maU Alferenzi and the Pea^ 
sant, Pfte is ^isarnCd by Atferenzi ; the^ 
other f after, piercing his sidef escapes. 

A)[<FEP£N^I. 

Ruffian { tboii knoWst thy life is ip my powV; 
l^^ow tell me, if in this sequestered gloom 
A beauteous kdy met thee f quickly speak. 
Or thou shalt perisii ! ' 

Second Robber. 

Such a one I met. 
Aiid saw ht^r tovdrds the convent bend her wi^: 



^on light will guide you thither; she is safe^ 

I could not harm the iiuu4» ^^ look'd so lovely! . 

Oh ! Caitiff! if thou'hac&t, thy barb'rous sovl 
Should in the lowest hell have howlM for mercy ! 
One act of virtue cancels all thy crimes ; 
ISo take thy life$ repentj, for I forgive thee. 

lExit Uohigr^ 
flow much more mercifijJ this viHain seems. 
Who on the instant gives die mpitsd wound. 
Than he who by oppression wrings the heart, 
And makes the WTjetcb spin a long diread of Tifr, 
^teep'd in perpetual tears ! The stonxi is past; 
Thou koow'st tkk coavent! let us ha^en thidier* ^ 

I 

pood noble y<Hlth, you £Eunt; joqx vcMce doj|i 
faulter. 

AJ<F£B£NZ|[, 

nCh but a trifle ; 'twas the coward's sword 
That slightly pierced my side. Kow lead die way( 
If I behold her angel face once more, 
Not all ihe demons of Despair shall part us. 

lExeuntn 
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SCENE XVI. The Chapel of the Convent. ' 

jln altar f ifc. The corpse of Honoria on a bier in 
the middle of the aisle, covered with a white 
transparent pally edged with black velvet. As the . 
curtain rises slowly, the nuns, arranged round the , 
chapel, sing a solemn dvg^, begint^ng low, and 
rising to full chorus. That done, the first nun 
comes forward,. a$id the other nuns arrange theny^- 
selves in a sefnicircle that hides the bier. 

4 

First Nuif. 

Thus have we offered up our fervent pra/ili 
For the meek spirit of this beauteous maid. 
Her mien bespoke her nobte ; and her breast 
Seeni'd the rich casket which contain'd a jewel ^ 
Glowing with native and res{Jendent light ! \ 

Ere from her fading lip the quiv'ring breath 
Fled its feir mansion, to my care she gave 
This costly picture : *' Take it, pious sister, 
" Take it,^ she cried, " and keep with holy awe 
** The once-lov^ image of my Aiferenzi !** 
That done, she knelt, and rais'd her eyes to heav'n— 
Her piercing eyes — dark as her adverse fortune ! 
Breath'd a short prayV, and^ like a spotless flowV^ 
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Bow'd by the pitiless and pelting stonn. 
Sunk to the' earth, and died ! 

' \_A loud knocking af the convent gate. 

Who knocks so loud ? 

[Alferenzi rushes into the chapel j frantic y pale, 
and exhausted, followed by the old Peasants 

Alfebenzi. 

■ 

Oh! pious sisters, frown not on my rashness ; 
I am a man the most accurs'd and wretched ! 
Driven by the deadly storm of rending passions 
To this my last asylum ! Have ye seen, 
Since ev'mng's star peer'd in the golden, west, 
A drooping angel, agoniz'd with grief i 
More sweet than infant innocence, more pure 
Than sainted spirits journeyii^ to the ekyi 

[The nun turns from Mm. 
Speak ; and, if pity dwells within your breast, 
Do not behold me perish ! 

Nun (shewing the picture.) 
Know'st thou this ? 

Alferenzi. 

Oh ! I have found her, for exulting bliss 
Springs to my heart, and triumphs o'er despair ! 
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Tbis is tbe prond Beiidian of inj dtyt. 
And my last glowii^ boor shi^ wt in joy ! 
Now, cttU her forth ; tell ber 'Os AlHereiui ; 
She will, ia pity, answ.er to the ai 



{The turns draw back on each side, discovering 
the bier; one of them tkrom the pall off the 
face of Honoris. 

Alfeberzi (wildly.) 

Hah ! Who hai dGDs Aia deed i 
Is that her weddtog suit ? How pale she loofc< .' 
Soft ; do not vr«ke her ^ she b sick with sorrow ; 
llie priest is waidDg, snd the perftun'd bands 
Are guly sttew'd about the holy shriae ; 
I mark'd the spaagling AopB that bung upoa^ieiii; 
Some Bwd that diey were dying lovers' tears ; 
Were they not right? Sol^ soft; where am I? 
My s«ises much deceive me, or that corse, 
So beautiful in death, is ValnuHit's daughter ! 

Enter Constantia. 



Te is the wretch whose bold and impious r^ 
r'd profane the sacred rites of woe f 
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ALFBft£N21» 

I came lo iteek the gem of this vorld^s Wonders |^ 
But she, too precious for this hated earthy 
Now beams a constellatioQ in that heav'n 
IVhere 1 shall never see her ! Oh ! I lov'd her, 
iBetter, far' better, than I lov^d my soul. 
For in her cause I gave it to perdition! 

CoNSTANTlA. 

Ill-fated man ! See in this faded fonh 
Ttlie Mrife of haughty Valmont; twenty year* 
iHave pass'd, in silent solitary grief, 
Since I beheld my persecuted child. 
Oh! my long-lost, m^ beautiM Hcmoria! 
My earnest comfort, and my last fond hope ! 
i di$l not think to close thy eyes ip ^eath, 
Or ba&e thy ashes with a mother's tears ! 

IKneels by the corpse of Honoria. 

At1?£B£NZ.l. 

Is theit^ on eaith a wtetch so curs'd as 1 r 
What is my crime,' ye ministers of hell, 
Tha^ persiBcutioB^ with a scQrpion scourge| 
Should drive me to the precipice of fate ? 
E'en there, the fiend will on the margin* gtcet me, 
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And, as I gaze upon the gulph below. 

Where mad revenge stands 'midst the foaming surge^ 

And, smiling feeds upon the hearts of men, 

Will snatch me back to ling^ in despair ! 

Is there no yawnii^ grave in the green ocean. 

No deadly venom in the teeming earth, 

r 

No Jighfning treasur'd in the stagnant air. 
To end my vreary pilgrimage of pain ? 

Peasant* 
Tempt not the rage of heaVn with impious breath. 

AlFEBENZi (approaching tie bier.) 

Yet let me look upon her r Twill not be ! 
A burning torrent rushes thro' each nerve, 
And more than frenzy feeds upon my brain t 
The villain's sword was steep'd in mortal poison ; 
Its course, tho'' slow, each antidote defies ; 
Now, now it freezes, and its icy thrill 
Checks the faint current of my withering heut ! 
i thank thee. Caitiff; thou indeed wert kind I 

First Nun. 
Restore hisL heav'n ! 



1. 



* 
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Alf^renzi, 

- * ■ 

The fiends surround my soul ! They are deceiv*d ; 
My heart-strings will not breaks for they have borne 
The miseries of love ! Away ! away ! [falls* 

Let the same grave conceal our mouldVing ashes ; 
And if the pilgrim, penitent and poor. 
Should drop a tear to consecrate the sod, 
I ask no other requiem ! Death is kind ; 
He flings his icy mantle oW my sense, 
And shuts die scene of horrpr! Oh! farewell! {£&. 

First Nvn. 

Farewell, sad victims of ambition's poVr ! 
Now let us raise to Heav'n our holy song, 
For the freed souls of these ill-fated lovers ! 
While nature shrinks to contemplate die scene^ 
And stem-^yed justice drops a silent tear^ 
The angel Pity, bending from the sky, 
Shall draw the veil that hides dieir woes for ever ! 
[They sing the dirge as the curtain falls, Con- 
stantia still kneeling by the bier* 

END OF VOL. I. 
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